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THE LIFE AND WORKS OF ARY SCHEFFER. 


No painter of this age has made so 
deep an impression on the popular mind 
of America as Ary Scheffer. Few, if 
any other contemporary artists are do- 
mesticated at our firesides, and known 
and loved in our remotest villages and 
towns. Only a small number, indeed, of 
his original works have been exhibited 
here,—yet engravings from them are not 
only familiar to every person of acknowl- 
edged taste and culture, but are dear to 
the hearts of many who scarcely know 
the artist’s name. Young maidens delight 
in their tender pathos, and the suffering 
heart is consoled and elevated by their 
pure and lofty religious aspiration. An 
effect so great must have an adequate 
and peculiar cause ; and we shall not have 
far to seck for it, but shall find it in the 
aim and character of the artist. Scheffer 
has two prominent qualities, by which he 
has won his place in the popular estima- 
tion. The first is his sentiment. His 
works are full of simple, tender pa- 
thos. His pictures always tell their story, 
first to the eye, next to the heart and 
soul of the beholder. lis admirable 
knowledge of composition is always made 
subordinate to expression. THis meaning 
is not merely historical or poetical, but 
is true to life and every-day experience. 
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“Mignon regrettant sa Patrie” is felt and 
appreciated by those who have never 
sung, 


“Kennst du das Land wo die Citronen 


blithen,’— 

and “ Faust” and “ Margaret” tell their 
story to all who have felt life’s struggles 
and temptations, whether they have read 
them in Goethe’s version or not. Added 
to this power of pathos and sentiment is 
the deep religious feeling which pervades 
every work of his pencil, whatever be its 
outward form. His religion is of no dogma 
or sect, but the inflowing of a life which 
makes all things holy and full of infinite 
meaning, Whether he paint the legends 
of the Catholic Church, as in “ St. Augus- 
tine” and “ St. Monica,” or illustrate the 
life-poem of the Protestant Goethe, or 
tell a simple story of childhood, the same 
feelings are kindled, in our heart’s faith 
in God, love to man, the sure hope of im- 
mortality. It is this genuine and ear- 
nest religion of humanity which has made 
his works familiar to every lover of Art 
and sentiment, and given us a feeling 
of personal love and reverence for the 
artist. 

It is now nearly a year since his la- 
bors on earth terminated, and yet no 
adequate account of his life and labors 
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has appeared. It is very difficult to sat- 
isfy the craving desire to know more of 
the personal life and character of him 
who has been a household friend so long. 
Yet it is rather the privilege of succeed- 
ing generations, than of contemporaries, 
to draw aside the veil from the sanctuary, 
and to behold the works of a man in his 
greatest art,—the art of life. But the 
cold waters of the Atlantic, like the river 
of Death, make the person of a European 
artist sacred to us; and it is hard for us 
to realize that those whom we have sur- 
rounded with a halo of classic reverence 
were partakers of the daily jar and tur- 
moil of our busy age,— that the good phy- 
sician who tended our sick children so 
faithfully had lived in familiar inter- 
course with Goethe, and might have lis- 
tened to the first performance of those 
symphonies of Beethoven which seem to 
us as eternal as the mountains. Losing 
the effluence of his personal presence, 
which his neighbors and countrymen en- 
joyed, we demand the privilege of pos- 
terity to hear and tell all that can be told 
of him. We can wait fifty years more 
for a biography of Allston, because some- 
thing of his gracious presence yet lingers 
among us; but we can touch Schelfer only 
with the burin or the pen. So we shall 
throw in our mite to fill up this chasm. 
A few gleanings from current French 
literature, a few anecdotes familiarly told 
of the great artist, and the vivid recol- 
lection of one short interview are all the 
aids we can summon to enable our read- 
ers to call up in their own minds a living 
image which will answer to the name 
that has so long been familiar to our lips 
and dear to our hearts. 

Ary Scheffer was born about the year 
1795, in the town of Dordrecht, in Hol- 
land; but, as at that period Holland be- 
longed to the French Empire, the child 
was entitled by birth to those privileges 
of a French citizen which opened to him 
important advantages in his artistic career. 
French by this accident of birth, and 
still more so by his education and long 
residence at Paris, he yet always retain- 
ed traces of his Teutonic origin in the 
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form of his head, in his general appear- 
ance, and in his earnest and religious 
character. He always cherished a warm 
affection for his native land. 

Many distinguished artists have been 
the sons of painters or designers of su- 
perior note. Raffaello, Albert Diirer, 
Alonzo Cano, Vandyck, Luca Giordano 
are familiar instances. It seems as if the 
accumulation of two generations of tal- 
ent were necessary to produce the fine 
flower of genius. The father of Ary 
Scheffer was an artist of considerable 
ability, and promised to become an emi- 
nent painter, when he was cut off by an 
early death. He left a widow, many 
unfinished pictures, and three sons, yet 
very young. The character of the moth- 
er we infer only from her influence on 
her son, from the devoted affection he 
bore to her, and from the wisdom with 
which she guided his early education ; 
but these show her to have been a true 
woinan,— brave, loving, and always loyal 
to the highest. The three sons all lived 
to middle age, and all became distin- 
guished men. Ary, the eldest, very ear- 
ly gave unequivocal signs of his future 
destiny. Tis countrymen still remem- 
ber a large picture painted by him at 
Amsterdam when only twelve years old, 
indicating extraordinary talent, even at 
that early age. lis mother did not, 
however, overrate this boyish success, as 
stamping him a prodigy, but regarded it 
only as a motive for giving him a thor- 
ough artistic education. He went, ac- 
cordingly, to Paris, and entered the ate- 
lier of Guérin, the teacher then most in 
vogue. 

It was in the latter days of the Em- 
pire that Ary Scheffer commenced his 
studies,—a period of great stagnation in 
Art. The whole force of the popular 
mind had for many years been turned 
to politics and war; and if French Art 
had striven to emancipate itself from 
slavish dependence on the Greek, it 
still clung to the Roman models, which 
are far less inspiring. ‘“ The autocrat 
David, with his correct, but soulless com- 
positions, was more absolute than his 
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master, the Emperor.” Only in the Sa- 
loon of 1819 did the Revolution, which 
had already affected every other de- 
partment of thought and life, reach 
the ateliers. It commenced in that of 
Guérin. The very weakness of the 
master, who himself halted between two 
opinions, lett the pupils in freedom to 
pursue their own course. Scheffer did 
not esteem this a fortunate circumstance 
for himself. Tis own nature was too 
strong and living to be crushed by a 
severe master or exact study, and he 
felt the want of that thorough early 
training which would have saved him 
much strugele in after life. Te used 
to speak of Invres as such a teacher as 
he would have chosen for himself. From 
the pupil of David, the admirer of Mi- 
chel Angelo, the conservator of the sa- 
cred traditions of Art, the student might 
learn all the treasured wisdom of anti- 
quity, — while the influences around him, 
and his own genius, would impel him 
towards prophesying the hope of the fa- 
ture. His favorite companions of the 
atelier at this time were Eugéne Dela- 
croix and Géricault. Delacroix ranks 
among the greatest living French artists ; 
and if deaih early closed the brilliant ca- 
reer of Gérivault, it has not yet shrouded 
his name in oblivion. The trio made their 
first appearance together in the Saloon 
of 1819. Géricault sent his “ Wreck of 
the Medusa,” Delacroix “The Barque 
of Dante,” and Ary Scheffer “ The Citi- 
zens of Calais.” * 

The works of these friends may be 
considered as the commencement of the 
modern French schoo! of Art, still so lit- 
tle known, anid so ill appreciated by us, 
but which is really an expression of the 
new ideas of Art and Humanity which 
have agitated France to its centre for 
half a century. Their hour of triumph 
has not yet come; but as the poet sings 
most touchingly of his love, neither when 


* This picture is now in the Lonvre. It is 
a composition of great dramatic power. Mrs. 
Stowe gives a graphic description of the effect 
it produced upon her, in her “ Sunny Memo- 
ries of Sunny Lauds.” 
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he rejoices in its happy consummation, 
nor in the hour of utter despair, but 
when doubt still tempers hope,—so does 
the artist labor with prophetic zeal to ex- 
press those sentiments of humanity and 
brotherhood which are not yet organized 
into institutions. A careless eye might 
have perceived little departure from the 
old models in these pictures, but a keener 
one would have already discovered that 
Scheffer and his friends worked with a 
different aim from that of their predeces- 
sors. Not merely to paint a well-composed 
picture on a classical theme, but to give 
expression to thought and feeling, was 
now the object. “The Wreck of the 
Medusa” of Géricault is full of earnest, 
struggling life. Delacroix has followed 
his own bent with such independent zeal 
as has made him the object of intense 
admiration to some, of bitter hatred to 
others. But Ary Scheffer has taken his 
rank at the head of the Spiritualist 
school, and has awakened a wider love 
and obtained a fuller appreciation than 
either of them. The spirit which found 
in them its first expression is continually 
increasing in power, and developing into 
richer life. The living artists of France 
are the exponents of her genuine Chris- 
tian democracy. 

“The entire collection of Rosa Bon- 
heur’s works,” says a French writer, 
“might be called the Hymn to Labor. 
Here she shows us the ploughing, there 
the reaping, farther on the gathering in 
of the hay, then of the harvests, else- 
where the vintage,— always and every- 
where labor.” Edouard Frere, in his 
scenes from humble life, which the skil- 
ful lithographer places within the means 
of all, represents the incidents of domes- 
tic existence among the poor. “ The 
Prayer at the Mother's Knee,” “The 
Woman at her Jroning Table.” “ The 
Child shelling Peas,” “The Walk to 
School amid Rain and Sleet,” are all 
charming idyls of every-day life. With 
yet greater skill and deeper pathos does 
the peasant Millet tell the story of his 
neighbors. The washerwomen, as the 
sun sets upon their labors,-and they go 


wearily homeward ; the digger, at his 
lonely task, who can pause but an in- 
stant to wipe the sweat from his brow ; 
the sewing-women bending over their 
work, while every nerve and muscle are 
strained by the unremitting toil; the girl 
tending her geese; the woman her cows: 
—such are the subjects of his masterly 
pencil. Do not all these facts point to 
the realization of Christian democracy ? 
If the king is now but the servant of the 
people, so the artist who is royal in the 
kingdom of the mind finds his true glory 
in serving humanity. What a change 
from the classic subjects or monkish le- 
gends which occupied the pencils of 
David and his greater predecessors, Le 
Sueur and Poussin! 

And yet those students of the antique 
have done French Art good service ; they 
have furnished it with admirable tools, 
so that to them we are indebted for the 
thorough drawing, the masterly knowl- 
edge, which render Paris the great school 
for all beginners in Art. Such men as 
we have named do not scorn the past, 
but use it in the service of the present. 
While Scheffer always subordinated the 
material part of Art to its expression, he 
was never afraid of knowing too much, 
but ofien regretted the loss of valuable 
time in youth from incompetent instruc- 
tion. 

Encouraged by the success of his first 
essay, ScheiTer continued to paint a se- 
ries of small pictures, representing sim- 
ple and affecting scenes from common 
life, some of which are familiar to all. 
“The Soldier's Widow,” “The Con- 
script’s Return,” * The Orphans at their 
Mother's Tomb,” “The Sister of Char- 
ity,” The Fishermen before a Storm,” 
“The Burning of the Farm,” and “ The 
Scene of the Invasion in 1814,” are titles 
which give an idea of the range of his 
subjects and the tenor of his thoughts at 
this time. The French have long ex- 
celled in the art of composition. It is 
this quality which gives the greatest value 
to the works of Le Sueur and Pous- 
sin. Scheffer possessed this power in a 
remarkable degree, but it was united to 
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a directness and truth of feeling which 
made his art the perfection of natural ex- 
pression. A very charming little engray- 
ing, entitled “ The Lost Children,” which 
appeared in “ The Token” for 1830, is 
probably from a picture of this period. 
A litle boy and girl are lost in a wood. 
Wearied with their fruitless atiempts to 
find a path, the boy has at length sunk 
down upon a log and buried his face in 
his’ hands; while the little girl, still pa- 
tient, still hopeful, stands, with folded 
hands, looking earnestly into the wood, 
with a sweet, sad look of anxiety, but 
not of despair. The contrast in the ex- 
pression of the two figures is very touch- 
ing and very true to Nature ;— the boy 
was hopeful so long as his own exertions 
offered a chance of escape, but the cour- 
age of the girl appears when earthly hope 
is most dim and faint. The sweet un- 
consciousness of this early picture has 
hardly been surpassed by any subsequent 
work. “Naturalness and the charm of 
composition,” says a French critic, “are 
the secrets of Scheffer’s success in these 
early pictures, to which may be added 
a third—the distinction of the type of 
his faces, and especially of his female 
heads,— a kind of suave and melancholy 
ideal, which gave so new a stamp to his 
works.” 

These small pictures were very suc- 
cessful in winning popular favor; but this 
success, far from intoxicating the young 
artist, only opened his eyes to his own 
faults. Le applied himself diligently to 
repairing the deficiencies which he rec- 
ognized in his work, by severe studies 
and labors. He knew the danger of 
working too long on small-sized pictures, 
in which faults may be so easily hidden. 
About the year 1826 he turned resolutely 
from his “pretty jewels,” as he called 
them, and commenced his “ Femmes Su- 
liotes,” on a large canvas, with figures the 
M. Vitet describes the ap- 
pearance of the canvas when Scheffer 
had already spent eight days “in the fire 
of his first thought.” It seemed to him 
rather like a vision than a picture, as he 
saw the dim outlines of those heroic wom- 


size of life. 
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en, who cast themselves from the rock to 
escape slavery by death. He contesses 
that the finished picture never moved 
him as did the sketch. Three years 
earlier Scheffer had sent to the Saloon 
of 1824, in company with three or four 
small pictures, a large picture of Gas- 
ton de Foix after the Battle of Ravenna. 
It was a sombre picture, painted with 
that lavish use of pigment and that unre- 
strained freedom which distinguished the 
innovators of that day. The new school 
were in raptures, and claimed Scheffer 
as belonging to them. The public judged 
less favorably ; “they admired the noble 
head of Gaston de Foix, but, uninterest- 
ed in the remainder of the picture, they 
turned off to look at ‘The Soldier's Wid- 
ow.” Scheffler did not listen to his flat- 
terers; but, remembering Michel Ange- 
Jo's words to the young sculptor, “ The 
light of the public square will test its 
value,” he believed in the verdict of the 
people, and never again painted in the 
same manner. It was one of his peculiar 
merits, that, although open to conviction, 
and ready to try a new path which seem- 
ed to offer itself, he was also ready to 
turn from it when he found it leading 
him astray. “Les Femmes Suliotes” did 
not seem to have been designed by the 
same hand or with the same pencil as the 
“Gaston de Foix.” The first sketch was 
particularly pleasing,—already clear and 
harmonious in color, although rather low 
in tone. Many counselled him to leave 
the picture thus. “ No,” said Scheffer, « I 
did not take a large canvas merely to in- 
crease the size of my figures and to paint 
large i In water-c olor, but to give greater 
truth and thoroughness to my forms.” In 
1827 this picture was exhibited with am- 
ple success, and the erities were forced to 
acknowledge the great improvement in 
his style, althouch he had not entirely 
escaped from the influence of his com- 
panions, and some violent contrasts of 
color mar the general effect. The pic- 
ture is now in the Luxembourg Gallery. 

M. Vitet divides Scheffer's artistic life 
into three portions: that in which he 
painted subjects from simple life; that 
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devoted to poetic subjects; and the last, 
or distinctively religious period. These 
divisions cannot, of course, be very sharp- 
ly drawn, but may help us to understand 
the progress of his mind; and “Les 
Femmes Suliotes” will mark the transi- 
tion from the first to the second period. 
Turning from the simple scenes of do- 
mestic sor row, he now sought inspiration 
in literature. The vigorous and hearty 
Northern Muse especially won his favor; 
yet the greatest Italian poet was also his 
earnest study. Goethe, Schiller, Byron, 
Dante, all furnished subjects for his pen- 
cil. The story of Faust and Margaret 
took such hold of his imagination that 
it pursued him for nearly thirty years. 
Their forms appeared before him in new 
attitudes and situations almost to his last 
hour, so that, in the midst of his labors on 
religious pictures, he seized his pencils to 
paint yet another Faust, another Marga- 
ret. Nor can we wonder at this absorb- 
ing interest, when we reflect on the pro- 
found significance and touching pathos of 
this theme, which may wear a hundred 
faces, and touch every chord of the hu- 
man heart. It is intellect and passion, 
in contrast with innocence and faith; it 
is natural and spontaneous love, thwarted 
by convention and circumstance ; ity is 
condemnation before men, and forgive- 
ness before God; it is the ideal and the 
worldly ; it is an epitome of human life,— 
love, joy, sorrow, sin,— birth, life, death, 
and the sure hope of resurrection. How 
pregnant with expression was it to a mind 
like Schefler’s, where the intellectual, 
the affectional, and the spiritual natures 
were so nicely blended! He first paint- 
ed * Margaret at her Wheel,” in 1831,— 
accompanied by a “ Faust tormented by 
Doubt.” These were two simple heads, 
each by itself, like a portrait, but with 
all the fine perception of character which 
constitutes an ideal work. Next he paint- 
ed “ Margaret at Church.” Here other 
figures fill up the canvas; but the touch- 
ing expression of the young girl, whose 
soul is just beginning to be torn by the 
yet new joy of her love and the bitter 
consciousness of her lost innocence, fills 
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the mind of the spectator. This is the 
most inspired and the most touching of 
all the pictures; it strikes the key-note 
of the whole story; it is the meeting of 
the young girl’s own ideal world of pure 
thought with the outward world. The 
sense of guilt comes from the reflection 
in the thoughts of those about her; and 
where all before was peace and love, now 
come discord and agony ;—she has eaten 
of the tree of knowledge of good and 
evil, and is already cast out of her para- 
dise. “ Margaret on the Sabbath,” “ Mar- 
garet going out of Church,” and “ Mar- 
garet walking in the Garden,” are all 
charming idyls, but have less expression. 


The laste picture, painted just before 
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this period, is peculiarly interesting to us 
as our first acquaintance among Schef- 
fer’s works. An excellent copy or du- 
plicate of it belongs to the Boston Athe- 
neum. The original is in the Luxem- 
bourg at Paris. The subject is taken 
from Schiller’s ballad of “ Count Eber- 
hard.” After the victory in which his 
son has fallen, though the old Count has 
said to those who would have paused to 
mourn his death, “ My son is like another 
man;on, comrades, to the foe!”"— yet now 
he sits alone in his tent and looks upon 
the dead body of his child. The silent 
grief of the stern old man is very touch- 
ing. This sorrow, so contrary to Nature, 


Schetler's ad ath, and sor to be enazrav- 
ed, represents © Marearet at the Foun 


taing’? “Ti is fill of expression, amd p Huts 


1 stiaedinw 


the joy aid pain of love 


in the Vortis eitl's hast. while con- 
sclence bess to make lis chiding Vol u 
heal.” 

The © Misnons” are the lest known of 
all Selietlia’s works ot this period, The 
youngest tie. Mignon regrettant sa Pa- 
trie,” is the tiost satisfactory in its simple, 
unconseions expression. The wondertul 


child stands in the most natural atinde, 


absorbed im ler awn thousdht, snd struss 
oling to rey i) those dim memories, ihe 
ing in beanwty before her dnd, whieh 
seem alot to belong to a previous state 
of existence. “There is lies of the weird 
and fantastic than Goethe has given to 
her,—Dbut the central, deep mature is 
beautitilly reproduced. 


rant au Ciel.” although 


“Mignon aspi- 
fall of spiritual 
Deanty. is a dinle more constranied 5 the 
lonving alter her heavenly home is less 
naturally expressed than her « hildish re- 
@rety the pose is a litle mannered; and 
the feeliune is more conscious, but less 
deep. 7 Mignon with the Old Harper” is 
far less interesting; the old man’s heel 
does not express that mixture of jaspira- 
tion amd insanity. the result of a lite of 
Jove, misery. aml wrong, which Goethe 
has portrayed in this strange chariae- 
ter. 

A very diferent picture, painted at 


when old age stands by the grave of 
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a fit inspiration for the pure pencil of 
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eesen da Rimini’? may well conclude 
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secoted epoch. M. Vitet reserves it as 
the qmost harmonious and compere of 


all his works; but we think i tas taken 


less hold on the popular te than the 
and © Marwiret.” Yet it is 
The 


dificult theme is manager wich that mod- 
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of spirits which Dante se powerfully dv- 
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serihes 
rest are only dimly seen in hack- 
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only in the anguish of those fices, In the 


despairing languor of the attitude, which 
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not even mutual love can lighten. The 
love which made them one in guilt, one 
in condemnation, is stronger than death, 
stronger than hell; but it cannot bring 
peace and joy to these souls shut out 
from heaven and God. 


“ Se fosse amico il Re dell’ universo, 
Noi pregheremmo.” 


But even prayer is denied to him who 
feels that he has not God for a friend. 
There is no mark of physical torture; it 
is pure spiritual suffering,— restless, aim- 
less weariness,—the loss of hope ; it is 
death,—and_ love demands life. How 
strangely appropriate is this punishment 
of spirits driven hither and thither by 
the winds, with no hope of rest, to those 
who reject the firm anchorage of duty 
and principle, and allow themselves to 
float at the mercy of their impulses and 
passions! The overpowering compassion 
and sympathy of the poets is shown in 
their earnest faces. Neither here, nor in 
the well-known “ Dante and Beatrice,” 
which is too familiar to need descrip- 
tion, does Scheffer quite do justice to 
our ideal of the sublime poet of Heaven 
and Hell; but neither do the portraits 
which remain of him. The picture was 
first exhibited in 1835. As it had suf- 
fered very much in 1850, Scheffer paint- 
ed a repetition of it, with a few slight 
alterations, in which, however, his prog- 
ress in his art during twenty years was 
very evident. This copy is very tar su- 
perior to the engraving. 

About this period Scheffer seems to 
have wandered a little from the true 
mission of Art, and to have esteemed it 
her province to represent abstract theo- 
logical truths. His religious feeling seems 
to have become morbid, and his natural 
melancholy intensified. The death of 
his wife, and consequent loneliness, may 
have given this ascetic tinge to his feel- 
ings. But we must acknowledge, if it were 
so, that the sorrow which oppressed did 
not embitter his heart, and that a brave 
and humane spirit appears even in those 
works which have the least artistic merit 
to recommend them. The “ Christus Con- 
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solator” is the best known of this class 
of pictures. It is cold, abstract, and in- 
harmonious; but its religious spirit and 
the beautiful truth which it expresses 
have won for it a welcome which it seems 
hardly to merit. Yet it has touching 
beauty in the separate figures. The 
woman who leans so trustingly on her 
Saviour’s arm has a very high and holy 
face, whose type we recognize in more 
than one of his pictures; and the mother 
and her dead child form a very touch- 
ing group. But the various persons are 
not connected by any common story or 
mutual relation, and we feel a want of 
unity in the whole work. Perhaps the 
strongest tribute to its power of expres- 
sion is the story, that religious publishers 
found it necessary to blot out the figure 
of the slave who takes his place among 
the recipients of Christ's blessing, in or- 
der to fit their reprint for a Southern 
market. As a companion to it, he paint- 
ed the “ Christus Remunerator,” which is 
less interesting. To this same class of 
pictures we should probably refer “ The 
Lamentations of Earth to Heaven,” 
which we have never seen, but which 
is thus described by M. Anatole de la 
Lorge :— 

“There are also treasures of disap- 
pointed pleasure and of bitterness in 
this picture of ‘The Lamentations of 
Earth to Heaven,’—dim symbol of’ hu- 
How does one, in the 
presence of this poem, feel filled with the 
spirit of St. Augustine, the nothingness 
of what we call joy, happiness, glory, here 
below,— delights of a moment, which at 
most only aid us to traverse in a dream 
this valley of tears! Certain pages of 
‘The City of God, funeral prayers of 
Bossuet, can alone serve us for a com- 
parison, in order to express the effect 
produced upon those who have visited 
this chef d’wucre in Ary Scheffer’s ate- 
lier. sefore producing it, the artist 
must have thought long, suffered long; 
for each stroke of the pencil seems to 


man_ suffering. 


hide a grief, each figure speaks to you 
in passing, and utters a complaint, a sigh, 
a prayer,—sad echoes of the despair of 
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life! The religious tendency of the 
thinker is here fully shown; his poetic 
sympathy, his aspirations, his dreams, 
have found a free course. We must 
mark, also, with what freedom his lam- 
entations spring from the ground, to 
carry even to the feet of the Creator 
the overwhelming weight of earthly woe. 
Ary Scheffer’s picture is like the epi- 
taph destined some day for the obse- 
quies of the world; it breathes of death, 
and has the sombre harmony of the 
Miserere. And nevertheless,—a strange 
thing !—this dreaming painter, who seiz- 
es and afflicts us, is the same man who at 
the same time reassures and consoles us, 
—without doubt, because by dint of spir- 
itualizing our thoughts he raises them 
above our sufferings, by showing the con- 
soling light of eternity to those whom he 
would sever from the deceitful joys of 
earth.” 

If the picture be not overcolored by 
the critic’s eye, we must believe this 
to be the culmination of the morbidly 
spiritualistic tendency which we meet 
in Scheffer’s works. Yet it never ex- 
ists unrelieved by redeeming qualities. 
Many will remember the original picture 
of the “ Dead Christ,” which was exhibit- 
ed here by an Art Union about ten 
years ago. The engraving gives but a 
faint idea of the touching expression of 
the whole group. ‘The deathly pallor of 
the corpse was in strange harmony with 
the face of the mother which bent over 
it, her whole being dissolved in grief 
and love. No picture of this scene re- 
calls to us more fully the simple account 
in the Gospels. The cold, wan color of 
the whole scene seems like that gray pall 
which a public grief will draw across the 
sky, even when the meridian sun is shin- 
ing in its glory. We have seen such 
days even in Boston. No wonder that 
darkness covered the land to the be- 
lieving disciples even until the ninth 
hour. 

His “ St. Monica,” which appeared in 
1846, met with great success. * Ruth and 
Naomi” is yet unknown to us, but it 
seems to be a subject specially adapted 
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to his powers. Of those works which he 
produced within the last twelve years, 
very few are yet engraved. When thus 
placed before the public, we believe the 
popular estimate of Scheffer will be rais- 
ed even higher than at present. 

Ilis pictures of Christ are of very su- 
perior merit. Tis representation of the 
person of Jesus was not formal and con- 
ventional, but fresh in expression and 
feeling, and full of touching pathos and 
sentiment. He has neither the youthful 
beauty with which the Italians represent 
him, nor the worn and wasted features 
which the early Germans often gave him, 
but a thoughttul, earnest, tender beauty. 
The predominant expression is the love 
and tenderness born of suffering. ‘Three 
of his finest representations of the life 
of Jesus of Nazareth are, “ The Christ 
weeping over Jerusalem,” the Ecce Ho- 
mo,” and * The Temptation.” The last is 
as original in design and composition as 
it is noble in expression. The two fig- 
ures stand on the summit of a mountain, 
and the calm, still air around them gives 
a wonderful sense of height and solitude. 
You almost feel the frost of the high, rare 
atmosphere. Satan is a very powertul fig- 
ure,—not the vulgar devil, but the deter- 
mined will, the unsanctified power. The 
figure of Christ is simple and expressive, 
—even the flow of the drapery being 
full of significance and beauty. Another 
composition of great beauty represents 
a group of souls rising from earth, and 
soaring upwards to heaven. The high- 
est ones are already rejoicing in the 
heavenly light, while those below seem 
scarcely awakened from the sleep of 
death. The whole picture is full of 
aspiration; everything seems mounting 
upwards. 

Scheffer also painted a few pictures 
which can hardly be called his own. 
Such are “ The Battle of Tolbiac,” and 
“Charlemagne dictating his Statutes.” 
These were painted by the command 
of Louis Philippe, who was his constant 
friend and patron. The young princes 
were his pupils; and Scheiler was care- 
ful to form them to better taste than that 


1859.] 


of the citizen monarch who has lined 
Versailles with poor pictures. For the 
King he painted “ The Battle of Tolbiae,” 
and we can only regret the time which 
was thus wasted; but for his pupils he 
designed “ Francesca da Rimini” and 
the “ Mignons.” 

A few masterly portraits by Scheffer’s 
hand indicate his power of reproducing 
individual character. Among these we 
may name that of his mother, which is 
said to be his finest work,—one of the 
Queen, — a picture of Lamennais,— and 
another of Emilia Manin, to which we 
shall again refer. He occasionally mod- 
elled a bust, and sometimes engaged in 
literary labor, contributing some valu- 
able articles on Art to “La Reyue Fran- 
aise.” 

It would be impossible for us to ana- 
lyze or even enumerate all of Scheffer's 
works. They are scattered throughout 
France and Holland, and a few have 
found their way to this country. Most 
of the engravings from his pictures are 
too well known to require description; 
and we feel that we have said enough to 
justify our placing Scheffer in the high 
rank which we claim for him. Engray- 
ings give us a juster idea of the French 
than of the Dutch or Italian artists; for 
their merit is rather in design and com- 
position than in color. We agree with 
M. Vitet, that color need not be a prom- 
inent excellence in a work of high spirit- 
ual beauty, and that it should always be 
toned to a complete harmony with the 
prevailing feeling of the picture. In this 
aspect we look upon the cold color of 
the “ Dead Christ” as hardly a defect; 
it is in keeping with the sad solemnity of 
the scene. But if color should not be so 
brilliant as to overpower the expression 
of form and sentiment, still less should it 
be so inharmonious as to distract the 
mind from it, as is sometimes the case 
with Schetler. The “Dante and Bea- 
trice” is a familiar instance. We can 
see no reason why Beatrice should be 
dressed in disagreeable pink, and Dante 
in brick-red. Surely, such color is nei- 
ther agreeable to the eye nor harmo- 
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nious with the expression of the scene. 
This defect in color has Jed many to 
prefer the engravings to Scheffer’s orig- 
inal pictures; but no copy can quite 
reproduce the nice touches of thought 
and feeling given by the master’s hand. 
Color is supposed by many to belong 
mainly to the representation of physical 
beauty; but has not Allston proved to 
us that the most subtile and delicate 
harmonies of color may be united with 
ethereal grace and _ spiritual beauty ? 
Compare his “ Beatrice” with that of 
Scheffer. But, in truth, the whole spir- 
itual relation of color is yet but dimly un- 
derstood ; and there are, perhaps, influ- 
ences in the climate and organization of 
the French nation which have rendered 
them inferior in this department of Art. 
Allowing this deduction, —a great one, 
certainly, — still, if the expression of the 
highest thoughts in the most beautiful 
forms be the true aim of Art, Scheffer 
must rank among the very first painters 
of his age. Delaroche may surpass him 
in strength and vigor of conception, and 
in thorough modelling and execution ; 
but Scheffer has taken a deeper hold of 
the feelings, and has risen into a higher 
spiritual region. 

Tt has been reproachfully said that 
Scheffer is the painter for pretty wom- 
en, for poets, and for lovers. The re- 
proach 1s also a eulogium, since he must 
thus meet the demand of the human soul 
in its highest and finest development. 
Others have accused him of morbid sen- 
sibility. There is reason for the charge. 
He has not the full, round, healthy, de- 
velopment which belongs to the perfect 
type of Art. Compare the © St. Cecilia” 
of Schetfer— this single figure, with such 
womanly depth of feeling, such lofty in- 
spiration, yet so sad—with the joyous 
and almost girlish grace of Raphael's rep- 
resentation of the same subject, and we 
feel at once the height and the limitation 
of Scheffer’s genius. There is always 
pathos, always suffering ; we cannot recall 
a single subject, unless it be the group of 
rising spirits, in which struggle and sor- 
row do not form the key-note. 
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“Tn all your music, one pathetic minor 
Your ears shall cross; 
And all fair sights shall mind you of diviner, 
With sense of loss.” 


This is one view of human life, but it 
is a transitional and imperfect one,— nei- 
ther that of the first healthy unconscious- 
ness of childhood, nor of the full con- 
sciousness of a soul which has risen to 
that height of divine wisdom which teels 
the meaning of all suffering, of all life. 


a 


The music of Beethoven expresses the 
strugele, the contest, the sufferings of 
humanity, as Art has never done before ; 
but it always contains an eternal prophe- 
cy, rather than a mournful regret,— and 
in the last triumphant symphony it swells 
onward and upward, until at last it bursts 
forth in all the freedom and gush of song, 
and its theme is “ The Hymn to Joy.” 
How much the fatherless home of Schet- 
fer’s childhood, how much his own deso- 
lated life, when his beloved companion 
was so early taken from his side, may 
have had to do with this melancholy cast 
of thought, or how far it belonged to his 
delicate physical constitution, we are not 
prepared to say. It becomes less promi- 
nent in his later compositions, “as faith 
became stronger and sight clearer”; and 
perhaps in those pictures yet unknown 
to us we may find still brighter omens of 
the new life of rest and joy into which 
he has entered. 

If we turn from Scheffer'’s works to 
his life, our task is no less grateful and 
pleasing. The admiration and affection 
which his countrymen express for his 
character surpass even what they feel 
for his works. He was a noble, generous, 
active, benevolent friend of humanity. 
Ie gave freely to all who were in need, 
counsel, money, advice, personal care, 
and love. Young artists found him ever 
ready to help them. “He gave them,” 
says M. Vitet, “home, a/elier, material, 
sympathy,— whatever they needed.” An- 
other writer, M. Anatole de la Lorge, 
said of him, while yet living, —“ Ary 
Scheffer has the rare good luck not to 
be exclusive. Eis heart can pity every 
suffering as fully as his pencil can por- 
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tray it. A faithful and intimate friend of 
a now fallen dynasty, (that of Orléans,) 
proud, even distrustful towards men in 
power, indifferent to their opinion, in- 
accessible to their offers, Ary Scheffer, 
in his original individuality, is one of 
the most independent and most honor- 
able political men of our country. Tis 
studio is the rendezvous of all opinions, 
provided they are honest,—of all relig- 
There 
each one is received, not according to 
the habit which he wears, as the ancient 


ions, provided they are sincere. 


proverb says, but according to the mind 
(esprit) which he has shown. We say 
mind, but it is heart that we should 
say ; for Ary Scheffer seems to us to es- 
timate the latter more highly than the 
former. His whole life proyes it.” Al- 
ways an ardent friend of liberty, he was 
also a lover of law and order, and he 
rendered good service in their preserva- 
tion in the capital during the Revolution 
of 1848, for which he received honorable 
distinction. 

The same writer quoted above gives 
an interesting description of his meeting 
with Ary Scheffer in the sick-room and 
by the death-bed of an Italian refugee, 
Emilia Manin. A young Venetian girl, 
full of devotion to her country and her 
proscribed father, she supported her ex- 
ile with all a woman’s courage, buoyed 
up by the hope of returning to her coun- 
try, redeemed from its misery. She is 
described as possessing extraordinary 
powers of mind and great beauty of per- 
son. There were no questions, however 
sublime or abstract, which she did not 
treat with a surprising depth and sagaci- 
ty. “ Her speech, ordinarily timid and 
feeble, became emphatic and_ stirring ; 
her great, dreamy eyes suddenly ac- 
quired unequalled energy; she spoke of 
the misfortunes of her country in terms 
so moving as to draw tears from our 
eyes.” But the body which contained 
this burning soul was very frail, “and 
the poor Emilia, the silent martyr, turn- 
ed her head upon her pillow, and took 
her first hour of repose. When no lon- 
ger able to speak, she had traced with 
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a trembling hand on a paper these last 
words, —‘ Oh, Venice! I shall never see 
thee more!’ She yet retained the posi- 
tion in which she drew her last breath, 
when Ary Scheffer came, as Tintoret for- 
merly came to the bedside of his daughter, 
to retrace, with a hand unsteady through 
emotion, the features of Emilia Manin. 
This holy image, snatched by genius 
from death, is one of the most admira- 
ble works we have ever seen. She lies 
there, extended and cold,—the poor 
child!—in that peace unknown to the 
life which she had lived in the body. 
It is, indeed, the intelligent brow from 
which the inspiration of her soul seemed 
to speak. It is the delicate mouth and 
the pale lips, which, never uttering a 
murmur, betrayed the celestial goodness 
of her heart. In truth, it would have 
been difficult to hide our emotion, in 
recognizing — thanks to the pure devo- 
tion of the painter— the touching feat- 
ures of this innocent victim, whom we 
had known, loved, and venerated dur- 
ing her life. Some hours later, we again 
found Ary Scheffer sustaining with us 
the tottering steps of Manin upon the 
freshly removed earth which was soon to 
cover the coffin of his child.” 

By the same loving and faithful hand 
were traced the features of the Abbé de 
Lamennais, a name so dear to those who 
live in the hope of new progress and lib- 
erty for humanity. ‘ At the moment,” 
says M. de la Lorge, “when death was 
yet tearing this great genius from the 
earth, the pencil of the artist restored 
him, in some sense alive, in the midst of 
us all, his friends, his disciples, his ad- 
mirers. Hereafter, thanks to the inde- 
fatigable devotion of Ary Scheffer, we 
shall be permitted to see again the mea- 
gre visage, the burning eyes, the sad and 
energetic features of the Breton Apos- 
tle.” 

Into the domestic life of Scheffer it 
is not at present our privilege to enter. 
Some near friend —the brother, the 
daughter, the wife —may, perhaps, here- 
after, lift the veil from the sacred spot, 
and reveal him to us in those relations 
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which most deeply affect and most truly 
express a man’s inmost nature. We close 
this notice with some slight sketch of his 
life in the atelier. 

None could enter this room without a 
feeling of reverence and sacredness. In 
the failing light of a November after- 
noon, all was subdued to a quiet and re- 
ligious tone. Large and commodious in 
size, it was filled with objects of the 
deepest interest. Nothing was in disor- 
der; there was no smoke, no unneces- 
sary litter ; yet everywhere little sketches 
or hints of pictures were perceptible 
among the casts, which one longed to 
bring forth into the light. A few por- 
traits especially dear to him —best of all, 
that of his mother — were on the walls; 
a few casts of the finest statues — among 
others, that of the Venus de Milo— 
around the room. His last copy of the 
“ Francesca da Rimini,” and the origi- 
nal picture of “ The Three Marys,” and 
the yet unfinished “ Temptation on the 
Mount,” were all there. On the easel 
stood the picture of the “ Group of Spirits 
ascending to Heaven.” Such was the as- 
pect of this celebrated afelier, as we saw it 
in 1854. But “the greatest thing in the 
room was the master of it.” Ary Schef- 
fer was then about sixty years of age, 
but was still healthy and fresh in appear- 
ance. His face was rather German than 
French, and bore the stamp of purity 
and goodness in every line; but the eyes 
especially had the fire of genius tem- 
pered by gentleness and love. It was a 
face which satisfied you at once, answer- 
ing to all you could ask of the painter of 
“ Mienon,” and the “ Christus Consolator.” 
His manner was quiet and reserved, but 
courteous. Unconscious modesty was the 
peculiar charm of his appearance. One 
of our party said that he reminded him 
strongly of Allston. It was a reverend 
presence, which forbade common top- 
ics, and strangers thus meeting had few 
words to say. As we turned away, we 
knew that we should never meet again 
on earth; but we had gained a new life, 
and we had beheld, as it were, the face 
of an angel. 
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Two American artists stood with us in 
that room: one a fair young girl, whose 
purity of soul was mirrored in her beau- 
tiful face, who had gone to Paris to con- 
tinue her studies in an art which she 
loved as she did her life; the other, a 
man of mature age, whose high and rey- 
erent genius has always met with a lov- 
ing and faithful appreciation among his 
countrymen, which does them as much 
honor as it did him. The young girl lay 
down to die amid her labors, and her 
frail body rests amid the flowers and trees 
of Montmartre; the grown man came 
home but to bid farewell to home, friends, 
and life; the great artist whom we met 
A three- 
fold halo of sanctity rests on that room 
to us. 

To those who shared the privilege of 
Scheffer’s friendship this room was en- 
deared by hours of the richest social en- 
joyment. His liberal hospitality wel- 
comed all ranks and all classes. It is 
related that Louis Philippe once sat wait- 
ing for him’in the atelier, and answered 
a knock at the door. The visitor was 
delivering his messages to him, when the 


to honor has gone home too. 


artist returned, and was somewhat. sur- 
prised to find his royal friend playing the 
part of concierge. “It was not rare to 
meet in this avelier the great men of 
finance, who counted themselves among 
his most passionate admirers.” Here was 
conversation, not without gayety, but 
without loud laughter or revelry. Schef- 
fer was very fond of music of the highest 
order, He was a generous patron of mu- 
sicians, and loved to listen to music while 
he was engaged in painting. Tis friends 
sometimes held an extemporaneous con- 
cert in his room, without preparation, 
programme, or audience. Think of lis- 
tening to an andante of Mozart's, played 
in that room! “ Music doubled her pow- 
er, and painting seemed illuminated.” 
Beethoven was his favorite composer ; his 
lofty genius harmonized with, and satis- 
fied the longings of, Scheffer’s aspiring 
nature. 

Ary Scheffer was a personal friend of 
the Orléans family. He was, however, 
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an ardent lover of liberty ; and his hos- 
pitalities were free to all shades of opin- 
ion. Te did not forsake this family when 
their star went down.  Ilearing of the 
death of Héléne, the Duchess of Orléans, 
he hastened to England, to pay a last 
tribute of love and respect to her mem- 
ory. The English climate had always 
been ungenial to him. He took a severe 
cold, which proved fatal in its results. 
He died soon after his return to Paris, 
on the 16th of June, 1858. Sadly as the 
news of his death struck upon our hearts, 
it seemed no great change for him to die. 
So pure and holy was his life, so spiritual 
his whole nature, so lofty his aspirations, 
that it seemed as if 


“He might to Heaven from Paradise go, 
As from one room to another.” 


Ary Scheffer was twice married. His 
first wife died early. Many years after 
her death he again married,—very hap- 
pily, as we have heard. He leaves behind 
him one daughter, who is also an artist. 
Under her loving care, we trust every 
relic of his artistic labors and every trait 
of his personal life will be faithfully pre- 
served. 

Both his brothers lived to middle age. 
One, of whom we know little but that M. 
Vitet calls him “a distinguished man,” 
died in 1855, ‘The only surviving broth- 
er, Henri, is also a painter, of consider- 
able reputation. He is a thorough and 
accomplished draughtsman, and a supe- 
rior teacher. His atelier is one of the 
few in Paris which are open to women, 
and several American ladies have en- 
joyed its advantages. 

We have spoken of Scheffer’s love for 
his native country. By his will he be- 
queathed to his native town of Dor- 
drecht “the portrait of Sir J. Reynolds, 
by Scheffer; a dog lying down, life-size, 
by the same; a copy of the picture of 
the ‘Christus Remunerator,’ on paste- 
board, of the size of the original in Eng- 
land ; a copy of the ‘ Christus Consolator,’ 
—both by himself: also, his own statue, 
in plaster; his own bust, by his daugh- 
ter; and the Virgin and Infant Jesus, by 
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himself”. The town of Dordrecht pro- 
poses to erect a statue in commemoration 
of the fame of the great artist. 

Tt is too early to assign to Ary Scheffer 
the rank which he will finally oceupy in 
the new era of French Art which is co- 
- eval with his labors. He will always 
stand as the companion of Ingres and 
Delaroche and Géricault; and if his sue- 
cessors surpass him even in his own 
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path, they will owe much to him who 
helped to open the way. He lived through 
times of trouble, when a man’s faith in 
humanity might well be shaken, yet he 
remained no less a believer in and lover 
of mankind. Brighter days for France 
may lead her artists to a healthier and 
freer development ; but they can never 
be more single-hearted, true, and loving 
than Ary Scheffer. 


A VISIT TO MARTIIA’S VINEYARD. 


We have all, in our days of atlases 
and “ the use of the globes,” been made 
aware of the fact, that off the southern 
shore of Massachusetts lies a long and 
narrow island, called Martha’s Vine- 
yard, one of the many defences thrown 
out by the beleaguered New England 
coast against its untiring foe, the Atlan- 
tie. 

But how many are those who know 
more than this? Tow many have vis- 
ited it, inquired into its traditions, clas- 
sified its curiosities, mineral, saline, and 
human? How many have seen Gay 
Head and the Gay-Head Indians? Not 
many, truly; and yet the island is well 
worth a visit, and will repay the tour- 
ist better for his time and labor than any 
jaded, glaring, seaside watering-place, 
with its barrack of white hotel, and its 
crowd of idle people. 

Tn the first place, the delicious sugges- 
tiveness of the name,— Martha’s Vine- 
yard! At once we ask, Who was Mar- 
tha ? and how did she use her vineyard ? 
Was she the thrifty wife of some old Pu- 
ritan proprietor of untamed acres ?—and 
did she fancy the wild grapes of this little 
island, fuller of flavor, and sweeter for 
the manufacture of her jellies and home- 
made wine, than those which grew else- 
where ?—and did she come in the vin- 
tage season, with her children and her 
friends, to gather in the rich purple clus- 


ters, bearing them back as did the Israel- 
itish spies, to shoty the fatness of the 
promised land ? 

It was one of the fairest days of the 
Tndian summer, when Caleb, Mysie, and 
the Baron (a young gentleman four years 
oll) set gayly forth to explore this new 
and almost unknown region. 

The first stage of their journey was 
New Bedford; and at the neat and quiet 
hotel where they spent the night, Caleb 
asvertained that the steamer “ Eagle’s 
Wing” would leave its wharf, bound to 
the Vineyard. 

Pending this event, the trio wandered 
about the quiet wharves, inspecting the 


_ shipping, and saturating themselves with 


nautical odors and information. They 
discovered that whaleships are not the 
leviathans of the deep which Mysie had 
supposed them, being very rarely of a 
thousand tons, and averaging five hun- 
dred. They were informed that whaling 
has ceased to be a profitable occupation 
to any but the officers of the ships, the 
owners frequently making only enough 
to repay their outlay from a voyage which 
has brought the captain and first mate 
several thousand dollars each. 

Every member of a whaleship’s crew, 
from the captain down to the eabin- 
boy, is paid, not fixed wages, but a 
“Jay,” or share of the profits of the 


yoyage. Formerly, these “lays” were 
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so graduated, that the chief advantage 
of the expedition was to the owners ; but, 
of late years, matters have altered, so that 
now it is not uncommon for the captain 
to receive a twelfth, tenth, or even eighth 
of the entire profit, and the other officers 
in proportion. 

The attention of our travellers was 
now directed to numerous squares and 
plateaus of great black objects buried 
in seaweed; these, they were informed, 
were casks of oil, stored in this manner 
instead of in warehouses, as less liable to 
leakage. 

Tt was also asserted, as a fact, that the 
sperm whale, alarmed at the untiring 
vigor of his assailants, has almost disap- 
peared from the navigable waters, re- 
treating to the fastnesses of the Frozen 
Ocean, where he is still pursued, although 
at the greatest peril, by the dauntless 
New Bedford, Nantucket, and Vineyard 
whalemen, who, as the narrator proudly 
stated, have, time and again, come out 
unscathed from the perils under which 
Franklin and his erew succumbed. Many 
aman now walks the streets of these sea- 
ports who has conversed with the Esqui- 
maux last in company with that ill-fated 
crew. 

Full-fed with maritime and oleaginous 
lore, our travellers at last embarked up- 
on the “ Eagle’s Wing,” bound down the 
Vineyard Sound. As the steamer gain- 
ed its offing, the view of New Bedford 
was very picturesque, reminding one of 
Boston seated at the head ef her beau- 
tiful bay. The passage through the 
islands, thongh not long, is intricate, re- 
quiring skilful pilotage; and as the boat 
passed through the channel called Wood’s 
Hole, certain feeble-minded sisters were 
positive that all on board were bound 
to immediate destruction; and, in truth, 
the reefs, between which the channel 
lies, approach too closely to leave much 
room for steering. The perils of the 
vasty deep, however, were finally sur- 
mounted, and the steamer made fast to 
its wharf at Holmes’s Hole, one of the 
two principal ports of Martha’s Vine- 
yard. 
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Our trio disembarked, and found them- 
selves at once the subjects of fierce con- 
tention to no less than three aspirants 
for the honor of conveying them and 
their luggage to their point of destina- 
tion. One of these, called Dave, was a 
grave, saturnine Yankee, his hands in 
the pockets of his black trousers, his cos- 
tume further exhibiting the national liv- 
ery of black dress coat, black satin waist- 
coat and necktie, cow-hide boots, and 
stiff, shiny hat, very much upon the back 
of his head. The languid and indepen- 
dent offers of this individual were, how- 
ever, quite drowned by the flood of vo- 
ciferous overtures from his two rivals, — 
an original youth, about cighteen years 
old, and a man, or rather mannikin, who, 
judging by his face, might be in his 
fiftieth, and, by his back, in his tenth 
year. 

Mannikin first succeeded in gaining 
the attention of Caleb,—the efforts of 
Mysie, meanwhile, barely snfficing to re- 
strain the Baron from plunging over 
the side of the wharf, in his anxiety to 
witness the departure of the steamboat. 
Mannikin, asserting earnestly that he 
had a “good conveyance” close at hand, 
daneed around the group with vehement 
gesticulations, intended to strike despair 
into the souls of his two adve es, who, 
nevertheless, retained their ground, — 
Dave lounging in the middle distance, 
a grim smile of derision upon his face, 
and Youth dodging in with loud offers 
of service, wherever Mannikin left a 
point undefended. 

Caleb, at last, demanding to see the 
“ vood conveyance,” was led away to the 
head of the wharf, when Youth at once 
seized the opportunity to rush in, and 
breathlessly inquire of Mysie,— 

“ Wher’ ye goin’, Ma’am? Wher’ ye 


want to be kerried ?” 
“We are going to Gay-IIead Light- 
house ; but my” 
“ Ga’ed Light? I kin kerry ye there 
fust-rate, and cheap too ;—kerry ye there 
for two dollars !” 
“My husband has already spoken’ 
“Wat! t? ole Ransom? Wy, he a’n’t 
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got nothin’ but a weelbarry.” And Ca- 
leb, returning at the same moment with 
a somewhat perplexed air, corroborated 
this statement by saying,— 

“This man has no carriage, but will 
get us one in a short time.” 

“ But this boy,” retorted Mysie, “ says 
he has a carriage, and will carry us to 
Gay Head for two dollars.” 

“You hear that, ole feller? — they're 
a-goin’ with me!” crowed triumphant 
Youth at disconcerted Mannikin, who 
nevertheless rapidly proceeded to pile 
the luggage upon his barrow and trun- 
dle it away. 

This coup d'état was checked by Caleb, 
but afterward allowed, upon discovering 
that Youth’s carriage was still reposing in 
his father’s stable, “ jist up here”; and 
Mannikin was consoled by being allowed 
to earn a quarter of a dollar by trans- 
porting the luggage to that destination. 
The procession at once set forth, includ- 
ing Dave, who strolled in the rear, softly 
whistling, and apparently totally uncon- 
cerned, yet all the while alive with feline 
watchfulness. 

Arrived at the stable, the travellers 
were requested to wait there while Youth 
went to find his father and “ borry a 
wip.” 

At these last words, a “subtle smile, 
foreboding triumph,” broke over Dave’s 
composed features, as he muttered, — 

“Reckin you'll need one ’fore you 
reach Ga’ed Light.” 

The coast clear, Dave became a little 
more communicative, expatiated upon the 
dangers and discomforts of the road, the 
incapacity of Youth’s horse, and the im- 
probability that his father would ratify 
the bargain, concluding by offering to 
“do the job himself in good shape for 
four dollars,” which offer was held in 
abeyance until we should learn the re- 
sult of Youth’s interview with his fa- 
ther. 

In the mean time, a matron suddenly 
made her appearance in the barn, with 
a hospitable entreaty that “the woman 
and child” would come up to the house 
and warm themselves ; and Caleb strong- 
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ly advocating the idea, Mysie and the 
Baron proceeded houseward. 

About half-way they encountered Pa- 
terfamilias, hastening with Youth toward 
the barn, and to him Matron at once 
recapitulated the affair, concluding with 
mentioning the stipulated price. At this 
Pater turned, with thunderous brow, to- 
ward Youth; but Matron interposed, with 
womanly tact, — 

“You can do jest as you like, you 
know, about lettin’ him go; but Dave’s 
in the barn.” 

“Dave in my barn! Wat in thun- 
der’s he doin’ there? Yes, go, boy, — 
go for nothin’, if they ask you to, soon- 
er than let that” 

The rest of the sentence was lost in 
the distance. But Mysie, following her 
guide to the house, felt quite sure of their 
conveyance ; and, in fact, barely sufficient 
time elapsed for the hostess to possess her- 
self of the leading facts in her guests’ his- 
tory, before the carriage was announced, 
and our travellers hastened down the 


lane, and found there awaiting them the 
evident model of the Autocrat’s “ One- 
Hoss Shay,” in its last five years of senil- 
ity ;—to this was attached a quadruped 
who immediately reminded Mysie of a 
long-forgotten conundrum, 

“ What was the first created animal ?” 

Ans. “ Shay-'oss.” 

Holding him ostentatiously by the head 
stood Youth, the “ borried” whip flour- 
ished in his right hand, as he invited his 
passengers to seat themselves without 
reference to him. 

This being done and the seat pretty 
thoroughly filled, Youth perched himself 
upon a bag and valise, which filled the 
front of the vehicle, and the journey com- 
menced. 

That ride! The first mile was not 
passed before the meaning of Dave’s ma- 
licious smile, at mention of a whip, be- 
came painfully apparent; for never was 
weapon more perseveringly used, or with 
so little result, the cunning old beast fall- 
ing into a jog-trot at the commencement, 
from which no amount of voviferation or 
whipping could move him. 


284 


“J wouldn’t hurry him so much,” in- 
terposed Mysie, her compassion aroused 
both for beast and Youth. “ I don’t like 
to see a horse whipped so much.” 

“Oh, you see, Ma’am, he’s so used to it, 
he won't go noways without it; fecls kind 
o’ lonesome, I ’xpect. It don’t hurt him 
none, nuther; his skin’s got so thick an’ 
tough, that he wouldn’t know, if you was 
to put bilin’ tar on him.” 

“Do you feed your horse on oats, 
much?” inquired Caleb, gravely, after 
a long and observant silence. 

“ No, Sir, we darsn’t give him no oats, 
cause hed be sure to run away; doos 
sometimes, as it is.” 

“JT don’t think you need fear it to- 
day,” replied Caleb, quietly, as he settled 
himself into the corner, in the vain hope 
of a nap; but Youth was now loqua- 
ciously inclined. 

“Reck’n Dave was disappinted,” said 
he, with achuckle. “He meant to kerry 
ye himself; but soon’s I see him round, [ 
says to myself, says I, ‘Ole Chick, you 
sha’n’t come it this time, if I go for noth- 
ame 

“Competition is the soul of trade,” 
drowsily murmured Caleb; but as Youth 
turned to inquire, “ Whossay ?” the bag 
upon which he was seated, and upon 
which, in the enjoyment of his triumph, 
he had been wriggling somewhat too 
vivaciously, suddenly gave way, and a 
pair of snow-white hose came tumbling 
out. They were at once caught and held 
adiniringly up by Youth, with the ingen- 
uons remark, — 

“ TTow wite them looks! An’ if you'll 
blieve it, mine was jest as clean yis'day 
miornin’,—an’ now you look at’em!” To 
favilitate which inspection, the speaker 
couscientiously drew up his corduroys, so 
as fully to display a pair of home-knit 
socks, which certainly had wofully dete- 
riorated from the condition ascribed to 
them “ yis'day mornin’.” 

“ You see, I went clammin’ las’ night,” 
pursued Youth; “an’ that’s death on 
clo’s.” 

“ What's clammin’?” inquired the Bar- 


on, changing the subject with unconscious 
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tact, and quite surprised at the admiring 
kiss bestowed upon him by his mother, 
while Youth, readjusting his corduroys, 
replied with astonishment,— 

“Clammin’? = Wy, clammin’s goin’ 
arter clams; didn’t ye never eat no clam- 
chowder ?” 

“ N-o, I don’t think T ever did,” replied 
the Baron, retlectively. “Is it like ice- 
cream ?” 

“ Well, I never eat none o’ that, so I 
dunno,” was the reply; and Youth and 
Child, each regarding the other with won- 
dering pity, relapsed into silence. 

Taving now passed from the township 
of Holmes’s Hole into Tisbury, the road 
lay through what would have been an oak 
forest, except that none of the trees ex- 
ceeded some four feet in height—Youth 
aflirming this to be their mature growth, 
and that no larger ones had grown since 
the forest was cleared by the original 
settlers. A few miles more were slowly 
passed, and Mysie began to look hope- 
fully from every eminence for a sight of 
the light-house, when she was stunned by 
the information, that they were then en- 
tering Chilmark, and were “ "bout half 
way.” 

Caleb, with an exclamation of disgust, 
leaped from “ the shay,” and accomplish- 
ed the remaining ten miles, wrathfully, on 
foot,—while Mysie, wrapping her feminine 
patience about her as a mantle, resigned 
herself to endurance; but Youth, notic- 
ing, perhaps, her weary and disconsolate 
expression, applied himself sedulously to 
the task of entertaining her; and, as a 
light and airy way of opening the con- 
yersation, inquired, — 

“Was you pooty sick aboard the 
boat ?” 

“ Not at all.” 

«That's curous! Women ’most alluz 
is,— specially wen it’s so ruffly as it is 
to-day. Was bubby sick any ?” 

eNO 

“ Wa-al, that’s very fortnit, for I don’t 
blieve he'll be sick wen he grows up an’ 
goes walin’. It’s pooty tryin’, the fast two 
or three weeks out, ginerally. How young 
is he a-goin’ to begin ?” 
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“T do not think he will ever go to 
sea.” 

“Not a-goin’ to sea? Wy, his fa- 
ther’s a captain, I ’xpect; a’n’t he ?” 

“No.” 

“ Mate, then, a’n’t he ?” 

“ He is not a sailor at all.” 

* Ha'n’t never ben to sea ?” 

“ Never.” 

Oh, the look of wide-mouthed astonish- 
ment which took possession of Youth's 
hitherto vacant features, at thus encoun- 
tering a strong-looking man, in the prime 
of life, who had never been to sea, and a 
healthy, sturdy boy, whose parents did 
not mean that he ever should! He had 
no more to say; every faculty was, for at 
least an hour, devoted to the contempla- 
tion of these usus nature, thus present- 
ed to his vision. 

At last, the road, which had long been 
in a condition of ominous second-child- 
hood, suddenly died a natural death at 
the foot of a steep hill, where a rail-fence 
presented itself as a barrier to farther 
progress. The bars were soon removed 
by Youth, who triumphantly announced, 
as Cha-os walked slowly through the open- 
ing thus presented, — 

*“ Now we're on Ga’ed, an’ Tll run 
along and take down the next bars, if 
you kin drive. Git along, Tom,— you 
ha’n’t got nothin’ but two feathers ahind 
you now.” 

“Tow far is it to the Light-house ?” 
inquired Mysie, faintly. 

“ Ony "bout four mild,” was the dis- 
couraging reply, as Youth “doped” on 
in advance. 

“Four mild!” and such miles! The 
only road, a faint track in the grass, now 
undiscernible in the gathering gloom, now 
on the slope of steep hills marked by 
deep gullies worn by the impetuous au- 
tumn rains, and down which the poor 
old “shay” jerked along in a series of 
bumps and jolts threatening to demolish 
at once that patriarchal vehicle and the 
bones of its occupants. 

At last, however, from the top of one 
of these declivities, the brilliant, flash- 
ing light of the long-watched-for Pharos 
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greeted Mysie’s despairing eyes, and 
woke new hopes of warmth, rest, and 
shelter. But never did bewildering ignis- 
Jatuus retire more persistently from the 
pursuit of unwary traveller than did that 
Light-house from the occupants of that 
creaking “shay ”; and it was not till total 
darkness had settled upon the earth that 
they reached its door, and discovered, by 
the lamplight streaming out, that Caleb 
stood in the entrance, awaiting their ar- 
rival. 

As the chaise stopped, he came for- 
ward and lifted the stiff and weary forms 
of “the woman and child” to the ground, 
and delivered them to the guidance of 
the hostess. 

The first aspect of affairs was some- 
what discouraging,— the parlor into which 
they were ushered being without fire and 
but dimly lighted, the bedroom not yet 
prepared for toilet purposes, and the host- 
ess, as she averred, entirely unprepared 
for company. 

Left alone in the dreary parlor, Caleb 
subsided into moody silence, and Mysie 
into tears, upon which the Baron follow- 
ed suit, and produced such a ludicrous 
state of affairs, that the sobs which had 
evoked his changed to an irrepressible 
laugh, in which all parties soon joined. 
This pleasant frame of mind was speed- 
ily encouraged and augmented, first, by 
water and towels ad libitum, and then 
by an introduction to the dining-room, in 
whose ample grate now roared a fire, of 
what our travellers were informed was 
peat,—an article supplying, in the ab- 
sence of all other indigenous fuel, nearly 
every chimney upon the island. 

A good cup of tea and a substantial 
supper prepared the trio to accept the 
invitation of the excellent Mr. F. (the 
chief keeper, and their host) to go up 
with him “ into the Light.” 

And now our travellers suddenly found 
that they had made a pilgrimage un- 
awares. They had come to the island for 
sea-air and pebbles, to shoot ducks, see 
the Indians, and find out who Martha 
was, and had come to the Light-house, 
as the only “white” dwelling upon the 
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Head, — the rest being all oceupied by 
the descendants of the red men,— and 
now found themselves applauded by their 
host for having “come so far to see our 
Light ;—not so far as some, either,” con- 
tinued he, “ for we have had visitors from 
every part of the Union, —even from 
Florida; every one who understands such 
things is so anxious to see it.” 

“Why, is it different from common 
light-houses ?” carelessly inquired Ca- 
leb. 

“ Don’t you know ? Haven’t you come 
on purpose to see it?” asked the keeper, 
in astonishment,— and then proceeded 
to explain, that this is the famous Fresnel 
light, the identical structure exhibited at 
the great Exposition at Paris, bought 
there by an agent of the United States, 
and shipped by him to America. 

Owing, however, to some inexplicable 
blunder, its arrival was not made known 
to the proper authorities,—and the papers 
which should have accompanied it being 
lost or not delivered, no one at the ecus- 
tom-house knew what the huge ease con- 
tained. It was deposited in a bonded 
warehouse during the legal interval, but, 
never having been claimed, was then 
sold, still unexamined, to the highest bid- 
der. He soon identified his purchase, and 
proceeded to make his own profit out of 
it,—the consequence being that govern- 
ment at last discovered that the Fresnel 
light had been some two years in this 
country, and was then upon exhibition, 
if the President and cabinet would like 
to take a peep. The particulars of the 
bargain which ensued did not transpire, 
but it resulted in the lantern being re- 
packed and reshipped to Gay Head, its 
original destination. 

While hearing this little history, the 
party were breathlessly climbing three 
steep iron staircases, the last of which 
ended at a trap-door, giving admittance 
to the clock-room, where the keeper gen- 
erally sits; from here another ladder-like 
staircase leads up into the lantern. Ar- 
rived at the top, the Baron screamed with 
delight at the gorgeous spectacle before 
him. ° 
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The lamp (into the four concentric 
wicks of which a continual and super- 
abundant supply of oil is forced by a spe- 
cies of clock-work, causing a flame of 
dazzling brilliancy) is surrounded by a 
revolving cover, about eight feet high by 
four or five in diameter, and in shape 
like the hand-elasses with which garden- 
ers coyer tender plants, or the shades 
which one sees over fancy clocks and ar- 
ticles of Lijouterie. This cover is com- 
posed of over six hundred pieces of glass, 
arranged in a complicated and scientific 
system of lenses and prisms, very dilfli- 
cult to comprehend, but very beautiful 
in the result ; for every ray of light from 
that brilliant flame is shivered into a thou- 
sand glittering arrows, reflected, refract- 
ed, tinted with all the rainbow hues, 
and finally projected through the clear 
plate-glass windows of the lantern with 
all the force and brilliancy of a hundred 
rays. If any one cares to understand 
more clearly the why and the how, let 
him either go and see for himself or 
read about it in Brande’s Encyclopedia. 
Mysie and the Baron were content to 
bask ignorantly in the glittering, ever- 
changing, ever-flowing flood of light, 
dreaming of Fairy Land, and careless 
of philosophy. Only so much heed did 
they give to the outer world as always 
to place themselves upon the landward 
side of the lantern, lest unwittingly their 
forms should hide one ray of the blessed 
light from those for whose good it was 
put there. 

Caleb, meanwhile, sat with his host in 
the clock-room, smoking many a meer- 
schaum, and listening to the keeper's talk 
about his beautiful charge,—a pet as well 
as a duty with him, obviously. 

With the same fond pride with which 
a mother affects to complain of the care 
she lavishes upon her darling child would 
the old man speak of the time necessary 
to keep his six hundred lenses clear and 
spotless, each one being rubbed daily 
with softest doeskin saturated with rouge, 
to keep the windows of the lantern free 
from constantly accumulating saline in- 
crustations,— of the care with which the 
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lamp, when burning, must be watched, 
lest intrusive fly or miller should drown 
in the great reservoir of oil and be drawn 
into the air-passages. This duty, and the 
necessity of winding up the “clock” 
(which forces the oil up into the wick) 
every half-hour, require a constant watch 
to be kept through the night, which is di- 
vided between the chief and two assistant 
keepers. 


The morning after their arrival, our 
travellers, strong with the vigor of the 
young day, set forth to explore the cliffs, 
bidding adieu to original Youth, who, 
standing ready to depart, beside his horse, 
was caroiling the following ditty in glori- 
fication of his native town: — 

“Gwed Light is out o' sight, 

Menemshee Crik is sandy, 

Holmes’s Hole’s a pooty place, 

An’ Oldtown Pint’s onhandy.” 
(Oldtown being synonymous with Edgar- 
town, the rival seaport.) 

Leaving this young patriot to his na- 
tional anthem, a walk of a few hundred 
feet throuzh deep sword-edged grass 
brought our explorers to the edge of a 
cliff, down which they gazed with awe- 
hushed breath. Below them, at a depth 
of a hundred and fifty feet, the thunder- 
ous waves beat upon the foot of the cliff 
over whose brink they peered, and which, 
stern and impassive as it had stood for 
ages, frowned back with the mute strength 
of endurance upon the furious, eager 
waves, which now and again dashed them- 
selves fiercely against its front, only to be 
flung back shattered into a thousand glit- 
tering fragments. 

The cliffs themselves are very curious 
and beautitil, being composed of red and 
black ochre, the largest cliff showing the 
one color on its northern and the other 
on its southern face. The forms are vari- 
ous,—some showing a sheer descent, with 
no vestige of earth or vegetation, their 
faces seamed with sears won in the ele- 
mental war which they have so long with- 
stood. In other spots the cliff has been 
rent into sharp pinnacles, varied and 
beautiful in hue. 
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One spot, in particular, which became 
Mysie’s favorite resort, was at once sin- 
gular and beautiful in its conformation. 
About three feet above the water's edge 
lay a level plateau, its floor of loose, 
sandy, black conglomerate, abounding 
in sparkling bits of quartz and sulphate 
of iron; beneath this lay a bed of beau- 
tifully marbled and variegated clay, its 
edge showing all along the black bor- 
der of the plateau like the brilliant 
wreath with which a brunette binds her 
dusky hair. Blocks of this clay, fallen 
upon the beach, and wet with every 
flowing wave, lay glistening in the sun- 
light and looking like 


“Castile soap, mamma,” sugeested the 
Baron, as Mysie was describing the scene 
in his presence, and hesitated for a sim- 
ile. 

At the back of the terrace, which, in 
its widest part, measured some fifty feet, 
rose suddenly and sharply the pinnacled 
cliffs, some snowy white, some black, 
some deep red, and others a cold gray. 
At either hand they extended quite 
down to the water’s edge, so that, seat- 
ed upon the plateau, nothing met the 
eye but ocean, sky, and cliffs; no work 
of man struck a discordant note in the 
grand harmony of these three simple, 
mighty elements of creation. 

Mysie sometimes took a book here 
with her, but it was not a place to 
read in; the scene crushed and dwarfed 
human thoughts and words to nothing- 
ness; and to repeat to the ocean him- 
self what had been said of him by the 
loftiest even of poets seemed tame and 
impertinent. 

These cliffs extend about a mile along 
the shore, and then suddenly give place 
to a broad sandy beach, behind which 
lies a level, desolate moor, treeless, 
shrubless, and barren of all vegetation, 
save coarse grass and weeds, and a pro- 
fusion of stunted dog-roses, which, in 
their season, must throw a rare and sin- 
gular charm over their sterile home. 

The beach, though smooth and even, 
is not flat, like those of Nantasket, Na- 
hant, and Newport, but shelves rapidly 
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down; and there is a belief among the 
islanders, that a short distance out it 
terminates suddenly at the brow of a sub- 
marine precipice, beyond which are no 
soundings. 

Owing to the sharp declivity of the 
beach, the rollers break with great force, 
and the surf is very high. At one point 
is grouped a cluster of rocks, half in the 
water, half on the beach, among which, 
as the tide comes in, the waves break 
with furious force, dashing high over 
the outermost barrier, and then plung- 
ing and leaping forward, like a troop 
of wild horses, their white manes flung 
high in air, as they leap forward over 
one and another of the obstacles in their 
path. 

Perched upon the crest of one of these 
halfsubmerged rocks, watching the mad 
waves fling themselves exhausted at her 
feet, it was Mysie’s delight to sit, enjoy- 
ing the half danger of her position, and 
retreating only when the waters had 
many times closed behind her throne, 
leaving, in their momentary absence, but 
a wet and slippery path back to the 
beach. 

Along this beach, too, lay the road to 


Squipnocket, a pond famed for its im-_ 


mense flocks of wild geese and ducks,— 
fame shared by Menemshee Creek and 
Pond, as well as several others of similar 
aboriginal titles. 

To these repaired, almost daily, Caleb, 
accompanied by one or another of his 
host’s five sons; and the result of their 
efforts with the gun was no inconsid- 
erable addition to the table at Ga’ed 
Light. 

But greatest of all the wonders at the 
Head are the Fossil Cliffs. 

A short time after the arrival of our 
travellers, their hostess inquired if they 
had yet found any fossils. Mysie frank- 
ly confessed that they did not know there 
were any to find, which was evidently 
as great a surprise to Mrs. F. as their 
ignorance of the Fresnel light had been 
to her husband. She at once offered the 
services of her daughter Clarissa as guide 
and assistant, and gave glowing accounts 
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of the treasures to be found. The offer 
was gladly accepted; and Clarissa, a 
merry little romp, about twelve years 
old, soon made her appearance, armed 
with a pickaxe, hoe, and basket. 

Thus laden, and in the teeth of a 
shrewd northeast wind, the little bare- 
footed pioneer led the way directly over 
the brow of a cliff, which, had Mysie 
been alone, she would have pronounced 
entirely impracticable. Now, however, 
fired with a lofty emulation, she silently 
followed her guide, grasping, however, at 
every shrub and protection with some- 
what convulsive energy. 

“Tere’s a good place,” announced 
Clarissa, pausing where a shelf of gray- 
elly rock afforded tolerable foothold. 
“Professor Hitchcock told father that 
in here were strata of the tertiary for- 
mation, and there’s where we get the 
fossils.” 

“ But how do you come at the tertiary 
formation through all this sand and grav- 
el?” asked Mysic, aghast at the pros- 
pect. 

“Oh, dig; that’s why I brought the 
pick and hoe; we must dig a hole about 
a foot deep, and then we shall come to 
the stuff that has the fossils in it. You 
may have the hoe, and I'll take the pick, 
‘cause that’s the hardest.” 

“Then let me have it; I am stronger 
than you,” exclaimed Mysie, suddenly 
roused to enthusiasm at the idea of 
“picking” her way into the tertiary for- 
mation of the earth, and exhuming its 
fossilized remains. 

Seizing the pickaxe, she aimed a 
mighty blow at the clay and gravel con- 
glomerate before her: but the instrument, 
falling wide of its intended mark, struck 
upon a rock, and sent such a jarring 
thrill up both her arms and such a tin- 
gle to her fingers’ ends as suddenly 
quenched her antiquarian zeal, and re- 
minded her of a frightful account she 
once read of a convent of nuns captur- 
ed by some brutal potentate, who forced 
them to mend his highways by breaking 
stones upon them with very heavy ham- 
mers; and the historian mentioned, as a 
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common occurrence, that, when any sis- 
ter dislocated her shoulder, one of her 
comrades would set it, and the sufferer 
would then resume her labors. 

Mysie, having this warning before her 
eyes, and being doubtful of Clarissa’s sur- 
gical abilities, concluded to postpone her 
researches, and proposed to her compan- 
ion to fill the basket with shells and peb- 
bles from the beach, to which cowardly 
proposition Clarissa yielded but a relue- 
tant consent. 

The next day, however, Mr. F. and 
Caleb, learning the result of the fossil- 
search, offered to apply their more efl- 
cient skill and strength to a new attempt 
in the same direction; and, with high 
hopes for the result, Mysie, still accom- 
panied by Clarissa, proceeded to another 
portion of the cliffs, where a low, wedge- 
shaped promontory, shadowed by beet- 
ling crags, was, as Mr. F. confidently 
stated, “sure for teeth.” 

The pickaxe, in the sinewy arms of its 
owner, soon dislodged great cakes of the 
upper deposit and laid bare a stratum of 
olive-green clay, which was announced to 
be a fossil-bed. Lumps of this clay being 
broken off and crumbled up, proved in- 
deed rich in deposit. They found sharks’ 
teeth, the edges still sharply serrated, firm- 
ly set in pieces of the jawbone,— whales’ 
teeth, — vertebra of various species, — 
fragments of bone, great and small, — 
several species of shell-fish, among which 
chiefly abounded a kind called quahaug, 
—and many nondescript fragments, not 
easily classified. One of these was a 
little bone closely resembling the tibia of 
a child’s leg, and may have belonged to 
some antediluvian infant lost at sea, (if 
Noah’s ancestors were mariners,) or per- 
haps drowned in the Deluge,—for Mr. F. 
quoted an eminent geologist who has vis- 
ited the Vineyard, and who supposed 
these remains to have been brought here 
by that mighty Flood-tide. Another sa- 
vant, however, supposes the island to 
have been thrown up from the sea by 
volcanic action ; and that the fossils, now 
imbedded in cliffs a hundred feet high, 
were once deposited upon the bed of 
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the ocean. There is certainly a great 
amount of conglomerate, which has evi- 
dently been fused by intense heat; and 
masses of rock, sea-pebbles, sand, and 
iron-ore are now as firmly integrated as 
a piece of granite. 

However, the fossils came; here they 
certainly are; many of them perfect in 
form, and light and porous to the eye, 
but all hard and heavy as stone to the 
touch. Teeth, which are considered the 
most valuable of all the remains, are 
sometimes found as wide as a man’s hand, 
and weighing several pounds; but Mysie 
was quite content with the more insignifi- 
cant weight of those which filled her bas- 
ket, especially when an immense reticu- 
lated paving-stone was added, which Mr. 
F. pronounced to be a whale’s vertebra. 
She then was induced to trust the pre- 
cious collection to Caleb’s care, the more 
willingly that the ascent of the cliffs was 
now to be attempted. ‘This was easily 
and quickly accomplished by Mr. F. and 
his little son, by going to the right spot 
before beginning to climb; but Mysie de- 
claring that the ascent was quite practi- 
cable where they were, Caleb and Cla- 
rissa felt bound in honor to accompany 
her. For some distance, all went very 
well—the face of the cliff presenting 
slight inequalities of surface, which an- 
swered for foot- and hand-holds, and not 
being very steep; but suddenly Mysie, 
the leader of the group, arriving within 
about three feet of the top, found the rock 
above her so smooth as to give no possi- 
ble foothold by which she might reach 
the strong, coarse grass which nodded 
tauntingly to her over the brink. 

Clinging closely to the face of the cliff, 
she turned her head to announce to Ca- 
leb that she could not go on, and, in turn- 
ing, looked down. Before this she had 
felt no fear, only perplexity ; but the 
sight of those cruel rocks below,—the 
hollow booming of the waves, as they 
lashed the foot of the cliff—the con- 
sciousness that a fall of a hundred feet 
awaited her, should she let go her hold, 
—all this struck terror to Mysie’s heart; 
and while a heavy, confused noise came 
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throbbing and ringing through her head, 
she shut her eyes, and fancied she had 
seen her last of earth. 

In an instant Caleb was beside her, — 
his arm about her, holding her safely 
where she was;—but to continue was 
impossible for either. 

“Ho! Mr. F.!” shouted Caleb ; “come 
this way, will you, and give my wife your 
hand? She is a little frightened, and 
can’t go on.” 

Presently a stout arm and hand ap- 
peared from among that nodding, mock- 
ing grass, and a cheery voice exclaim- 
ed,— 

“ Here, my dear lady, take right hold, 
strong ;—you can’t pull me over,—not 
if you try to.” 

Unclasping, with some difficulty, her 
fingers from the rock, into which they 
seemed to have grown, Mysie grasped 
the proffered hand, and the next moment 
was safe upon the turf: 

“Oh, my good gracious!” muttered 
the kind old man; but whether the ex- 
clamation was caused by Mysie’s face, 
pale, no doubt, by the effort necessary to 
raise her half-fainting figure, or by the 
idea of the peril in which she had been, 
did not appear. 

Clarissa, calm and equable, was next 
passed up by Caleb, who, declining the 
proffered hand, drew himself up, by a 
firm grasp upon the rocky scarp of the 
cliff. 

“ Guess you was scart some then, wa’n’t 
you?” inquired Clarissa, as the party 
walked homeward. 

“Oh, no!” replied Mysie, quickly. 
“But I could not get over the top of the 
cliff alone.—it was so steep.” 

“ Oh, that was the matter?” drawled 
the child, with a sidelong glance of her 
sharp black eyes. 

The northeast wind which went fossil- 
izing with Mysie and Clara on their first 
excursion was the precursor of a furious 
storm of rain and wind, ranking, accord- 
ing to the dictum of experienced weath- 
er-seers, as little inferior to that famous 
one in which fell the Minot’s Ledge 
Light-house. 
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As the gale reached its height, it was 
a sight at once terrible and beautiful, to 
watch, standing in the lantern, the goad- 
ed sea, whose foam-capped waves could 
plainly be seen at the horizon line, break- 
ing here and there upon sunken rocks, 
over which in their playful moods they 
searcely rippled, but on which they now 
dashed with such white fury as to make 
them discernible, even through the dark- 
ness of night. One long, low ridge of 
submarine rocks, around which seeth- 
ed a perpetual caldron, was called the 
Devil’s Bridge; but when erected, or 
for what purpose, tradition failed to 
state. 

Never, surely, did the wind rave about 
a peaceful inland dwelling as it did 
about that lonely light-house for two long 
nights. It roared, it howled, it shriek- 
ed, it whistled; it drew back to gather 
strength, and then rushed to the attack 
with such mad fury, that the strong, 
young light-house, whose frame was all 
of iron and stone, shrunk trembling be- 
fore it, and the children in their beds 
screamed aloud for fear. But through 
all and beyond all, the calm, strong light 
sent out its piercing, warning rays into 
the black night; and who can tell what 
sinner it may that night have prevented 
from crossing the Devil’s Bridge to the 
world which lies beyond ? 

There was but one wreck during the 
storm, so far as our travellers heard; 
and in this the lives were saved. Two 
men, caught out in a fishine-smack, find- 
ing that their little vessel was founder- 
ing, betook themselves to their small 
boat; but this filled more rapidly than 
they could bale it; and they had just 
given themselves up for lost, when their 
signals of distress were observed on board 
the light-ship stationed near Newport, 
which sent a life-boat to their assistance, 
and rescued them just as their little boat 
went to pieces. 

When Mysie heard this occurrence 
mentioned, as they were journeying 
homeward, it recalled to her mind a lit- 
tle incident of the day succeeding the 
storm. 
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Walking with Clara upon the beach, 
they saw borne toward them, on the 
crest of a mighty wave, a square beam 
of wood, bent at an obtuse angle, which 
Clara at once pronounced to be the 
knee from some large boat, and, rush- 
ing dauntlessly into the water, the en- 
ergetic little maid battled with the wave 
for its unwieldy toy, and finally drag- 
ged it triumphantly out upon the beach, 
and beyond the reach of the wave, 
only wishing that she had “a piece of 
chalk to make father’s mark upon it.” 
Failing the chalk, she rushed off home 
for “father and one of the boys,” who 
soon bestowed the prize in a place of 
safety. 

Mysie at first wondered considerably 
that persons should take so much trouble 
for a piece of wood, but ceased to do 
so when she remembered that on the 
whole island could not probably be found 
a tree of a foot in diameter, and that 
everything like board or joist at the 
light-house must be brought by sea to 
Holines’s Hole, Edgartown, or Menem- 
shee, and thence carted over that road 
to Gay Head, becoming, by the time 
it reached “the Light,” not a com- 
mon necessary, but an expensive luxu- 
ry. She was not, therefore, surprised 
at being accompanied in her next walk 
along the beach by quite a little party 
of wreckers, who, joyfully seizing every 
chip which the waves tossed within their 
reach, accumulated at last a very re- 
spectable pile of’ drift-wood. 

“Tt would be a good thing for you, 
if the schooner “ Mary Ann” should go 
to pieces off here,” remarked Mysie to 
Clara, who had become her constant 
attendant. 

“Why?” inquired she, expectant- 
ly. 

“On account of her cargo. When 
hailed by another ship, and asked his 
name, the captain replied, — 


‘I'm Jonathan Homer, master and owner 
Of the schooner Mary Ann; 
She comes from Pank-a-tank, laden with oak 
plank, 
And bound to Surinam,” 
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“Did he really say so?” asked Clara, 
sharply. 

“T don’t know,” said Mysie, laughing ; 
“but that’s what I heard about it when I 
was a little girl.” 

While the storm continued too violent 
for out-of-door exercise, Mysie cultivated 
an acquaintance with a remarkably pleas- 
ant and intelligent lady who fortunately 
was making a visit at the light-house. 
She had been for many years a resi- 
dent of the Vineyard, and had taken 
great interest in its history, both past 
and present. From her Mysie derived 
much curious and interesting informa- 
tion. 

It seems that the island was first dis- 
covered by a certain Thomas Mayhew, 
who, voyaging with others to settle in the 
Plymouth Colony during its early days, 
was driven by stress of weather into a 
safe and commodious bay, now Edgar- 
town harbor, but then seen and used for 
the first time by white men. The storm 
over, his companions prepared to resume 
their voyage; but Mayhew, seeing the 
land fair and pleasant to look upon, 
decided to remain there, and landed 
with whoever in the ship belonged to 
him. 

He, of course, found the land in the 
hands of its original possessors, a small 
and peaceful tribe of Indians, living qui- 
etly upon their own island, and having 
very little communication with their 
neighbors. With them Thomas Mayhew 
bargained for what land he wanted, se- 
lecting it in what is now the town of 
Chilmark, and paying for it, to the satis- 
faction of all parties, with an old soldier's 
coat which happened to be among his 
possessions. 

In process of time, one of his sons, 
named Experience, having been edu- 
cated for the purpose in England, re- 
turned to his father’s home as a mis- 
sionary to the kind and hospitable say- 
ages among whom he dwelt. So pros- 
perous were the labors of himself, and 
afterward of his son Zachariah, that 
in a journal, kept by the latter, it is 
mentioned that there were then upon 
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the island twelve thousand “ praying 
Indians.” 

Experience Mayhew is still spoken of 
as “the great Indian missionary,” and 
the house in which he lived was. still 
standing a few years since upon the 
farm of Mr. Hancock in Chilmark. 

The island is to this day full of May- 
hews of every degree,—so far, at least, 
as distinctions of rank have obtained 
among this isolated and primitive peo- 
ple. 

When Massachusetts erected herself 
into a State, and included the Vineyard 
within her bounds, it was divided into 
the townships of Edgartown, (or Old- 
town,) Holimes’s Hole, Tisbury, and Chil- 
mark, and the district of Gay Head, 
which last, with the island of Chip-a- 
quid-dick, off Edgartown, and a small 
tract of land in Tisbury, named Chris- 
tian-town, were made over in perpetu- 
ity to the Indians who chose to remain. 
They have not the power of alienating 
any portion of this territory, nor may 
any white man build or dwell there. If, 
however, one of the tribe marry out of 
the community, the alien husband or wife 
may come to live with the native spouse 
so long as the marriage continues; and 
the Indians have taken advantage of this 
perinission to intermarry with the ne- 
groes, until there is not one pure-blooded 
descendant of the original stock remain- 
ing, and its physiognomy and complexion 
are in most cases undistinguishable in 
the combination of the two races. 

Gay Head contains eleven hundred 
acres, seven of which are the birthright 
of every Indian child ; but it is not gen- 
erally divided by fences, the cattle of the 


whole tribe grazing together in amicable 
; — each, 


he live no longer in the sight of the 
ld, is sure of dwelling forever in its 
nory. But the aboriginal, when his 
ple routine of life is broken up by the 
usion of a people more powerful, more 
ked, and more wise than himself, is 
apable of exchanging his own purely 
sical ambitions and pursuits for the in- 
ectual and cultivated life belonging to 


the rank of officers, although few white 
sailors are sufliciently liberal in their 
views to approve of being commanded 
by “a nigger,” as they persist in calling 
these half-breeds. 

The wigwams, which, no doubt, were 
at first erected here, have given place 
to neat and substantial frame buildings, 
as comfortable, apparently, as those in 
many New England villages. There 
is also a nice-looking Baptist church, 
of which denomination almost every ad- 
ult is a member. Near this is a par- 
sonage, occupied until lately by a white 
clergyman ; but the spirit of Experi- 
ence Mayhew is not common in these 
days; and his successor, finding the par- 
ish lonely and uncongenial, removed to 
a pleasanter one,—his pulpit being now 
filled by a preacher from among the In- 
dians themselves. 

Mysie took occasion to call at one of 
these quasi wigwams, soon after her arri- 
val, but could discern only one aborigi- 
nal vestige in either inhabitants or cus- 
toms. This existed in the shape of a dish 
of succotash, (corn and beans boiled to- 
gether,) which the good woman was pre- 
paring for breakfast,— very possibly in 
ignorance that her ancestors had cooked 
and eaten and named the compound ages 
before the white intruders ever saw their 
shore. 

Mysie pursued her morning walk in a 
somewhat melancholy mood. It is a sad 
and dreary sight to behold a nation in 
decay ; saddest when the fall is from so 
slight an elevation as that on which the 
savage stood. Greece and Rome, falling 
into old age, proudly boast, Men cannot 
say I did not have the crown”; each shows 
undying, junsurpassable achievement 


the property lies in the cranberry-mead- 
ows, which are large and productive, and 
in the beds of rich peat. A great deal 


of the soil, however, is valuable for cul- 
tivation, although but little used, as the 
majority of the men follow the example 
of their white co-islanders, and plough 
the sea instead of the land. They make 
excellent seamen, and sometimes rise to 
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the better class of his conquerors, while 
his wild and sensuous nature grasps ea- 
gerly at the new forms of vice which fol- 
low in their train. Civilization to the 
savage destroys his own existence, and 
gives him no better one,— destroys it 
irremediably and forever. The life sufli- 
cient for himself and for the day is not 
that which stretches its hand into the fu- 
ture and sets its mark on ages not yet 
born; it dies and is forgotten, —forgot- 
ten even by the descendants of those 
who lived it. 

Some of the Indian names still survive ; 
and Mysie’s indignation was roused, when 
a descendant of the Mayhews, pointing 
out the hamlets of Menemshee and Nash- 
aquitsa, (commonly called Quitsy,) add- 
ed, contemptuously, — 

“ But them’s only nicknames given by 
the colored folks; it’s all Chilmark by 
rights.” 

“T suppose they are the names used by 
the ancestors of these Indians, before a 
white man ever saw the island,—are they 
not ?” inquired she, somewhat dryly. 

“Like enough, like enough,” replied 
the other, carelessly, and not in the least 
appreciating the rebuke. 

From the lady before referred to My- 
sie received an answer to her oft-repeat- 
ed question,— 

“Ts there any tradition how the island 
received its name ?” 

“Oh, yes,’ was the unexpected and 
welcome answer. “ All the islands near 
here were granted by the King of Eng- 
land to a gentleman whose name is for- 
gotten ; but he had four daughters, among 
whom he divided his new possessions. 

«“ This one, remarkable then, as now, 
in a degree, for its abundance of wild 
grapes, he gave to Martha as her Vine- 
yard. 

“The eroup to the north, consisting of 
Pennikeese, Cuttyhunk, Nashawena, Nau- 
shon, Pasqui, and Punkatasset, are called 
the Elizabeth Islands, from the daughter 
who inherited them. 

« That little island to the southwest of 
us was Naomi’s portion. It is now called 
Noman’s Land, and is remarkable only 
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for the fine quality of the codfish caught 
and cured there. 

“ The strangest of all, however, was the 
name given to the island selected by Ann, 
which was first called Nan-took-it, and 
is now known as Nantucket.” 

«“ Thank Heaven, that I at last know 
something about Martha!” ejaculated 
Mysie. 


At length, every corner filled with 
specimens, every face deeply imbrowned 
by sun and wind, and the Baron with 
only the ghost of a pair of shoes to his 
feet, our travellers set their faces home- 
ward,— Caleb resolving to renew his ac- 
quaintance with the birds at some fature 
period, his imagination having been quite 
inflamed by the accounts of plover and 
grouse to be found here in their season. 
The latter, however, are very strictly 
protected by law during most of the sea- 
son, on account of the rapidity with which 
they were disappearing. They are iden- 
tical with the prairie-fow!, so common at 
the West, and are said to be delicious 
eating. 

Desirous to improve their minds and 
manners by as much travel as possible, 
the trio resolved to leave the island by 
the way of Edgartown, the terminus of 
the steamboat route. Bidding adieu to 
their kind and obliging host and hostess, 
the twelve children, and the pleasant new 
friend, they set out, upon the most charm- 
ing of all autumn days, for Edeartown, 
fully prepared to be dazzled by its beau- 
ty and confounded by its magnificence. 

“ Edgartown is a much finer place than 
Holmes’s Hole, I understand,” remarked 
Caleb to their driver. 

“ Well, I dunno; it’s some bigger,” was 
the reply. 

“ But it is a better sort of place, I am 
told; people from Edgartown don’t seem 
to think much of Holmes’s Hole.” 

“ No, nor the Holmes’s Hole folks don’t 
think much of Oldtown ; it’s pretty much 
according to who you talk to, which place 
is called the handsomest, I reckon.” 

“Athens or Rome, London or Paris, 
Oldtown or Holmes’s Hole, Mysie,” mur- 
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mured Caleb, as their driver stopped to 
reply to the driver of “a team,” who was 
anxious to know when he was “ a-goin’ 
to butcher agin.” 

Edgartown proved to be a pretty little 
seaside town, with some handsome wood- 


October to May. 


" [September, 


en houses, a little bank, and a very nice 
tavern, at which the travellers receiv- 
ed very satisfactory entertainment. The 
next day, reémbarking upon the “ Ea- 
gle’s Wing,” they soon reached New 
Bedford. 


OCTOBER TO MAY. 


Tur day that brightens half the earth 
Ts night to half. Ah, sweet! 

One’s mourning is another's mirth ;— 
You wear your bright years like a crown,— 
While mine, dead garlands, tangle down 

In chains about my feet. 


The breeze which wakes the folded flower 
Sweeps dead leaves from the tree ;— 
So partial Time, as hour by hour 
He tells the rapid years,— eheu ! 
Brings bloom and beauty still to you, 
But leaves his blight with me. 


The rain which calls the violet up 
Out of the moistened mould 
Shatters the wind-flower’s fragile cup ; — 
For even Nature has her pets, 
And, favoring the new, forgets 
To love and spare the old. 


The shower which makes the bud a rose 
Beats off the lilac-bloom. 
T am a lilac,— so life goes,— 
A lilac that has outlived May ;— 


You are a blush-rose. 


Welladay ! 


J pass, and give you room! 
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THE ELEUSINIA. 


Wuar did the Eleusinia mean? Per- 
haps, reader, you think the question of 
little interest. “The Eleusinia! Why, 
Lobeck made that little matter clear long 
ago; and there was Porphyry, who told 
us that the whole thing was only an illus- 
tration of the Platonic philosophy. St. 
Croix, too,— he made the affair as clear 
as day!” 

But the question is not so easily settled, 
my friend; and I insist upon it that you 
have an interest in it. Were I to ask 
you the meaning of Freemasonry, you 
would think that of importance; you 
could not utter the name without won- 
der; and it may be that there is even 
more wonder in it than you suspect, 
—though you be an arch-mason your- 
self. But in sight of Eleusis, freemason- 
ry sinks into insignificance. For, of all 
races, the Grecian was the most myste- 
rious ; and, of all Grecian mysteries, the 
Eleusinia were the mysteries par excel- 
lence. They must certainly have meant 
something to Greece,—something more 
than can ever be adequately known to 
us. <A farce is soon over; but the Eleu- 
sinia reached from the mythic Eumolpus 
to Theodosius the Great,—nearly two 
thousand years. Think you that all Ath- 
ens, every fifth year, for more than sixty 
generations, went to Eleusis to witness 
and take part in a sham ? 

But, reader, let us go to Eleusis, and 
see, for ourselves, this great festival. 
Suppose it to be the 15th of September, 
B. C. 411, Anno Mundi 3593 (though 
we would not make oath to that). Itis a 
fine morning at Athens, and every one 
is astir, for it is the day of assembling 
together at Eleusis. Then, for company, 
we shall have Plato, now eighteen years 
old, Sophocles, an old man of eighty-four, 
Euripides, at sixty-nine, and Aristopha- 
nes, at forty-five. Socrates, who has his 
peculiar notions about things, is not one 
of the initiated, but will go with us, if we 
ask him. These are the élite of Athens. 


Then there are the Sophists and their 
young disciples, and the vast crowd of 
the Athenian people. Some of the old- 
est among them may have seen and heard 
the “Prometheus Vinctus”; certainly 
very many of them have seen “ Antigo- 
ne,” and * Cidipus,” and “ Electra”; and 
all of them have heard the Rhapsodists. 
Great wonders have they seen and heard, 
which, in their appeal to the heart, tran- 
scend all the wonders of this nineteenth 
century. Not more fatal to the poor 
Indian was modern civilization, bring- 
ing swift ruin to his wigwam and trans- 
forming his hunting-grounds into the sites 
of populous cities, than modern improve- 
ments would have been to the Greek. 
Modern strategy! What a subject for 
Homer would the siege of Troy have 
been, had it consisted of a series of 
pitched battles with rifles! Railways, 
steamboats, and telegraphs, annihilating 
space and time, would also have annihi- 
lated the Argonautic expedition and the 
wanderings of Ulysses. There would 
have been little fear, in a modern steam- 
ship, of the Sirens’ song; one whistle 
would have broken the charm. A mod- 
ern steamship might have borne Ulysses 
to Hades,— but it would never have 
brought him back, as his own ship did. 
And how do you think a ride to Eleusis 
by railway to-day would strike this Athen- 
ian populace, to say nothing of the phi- 
losophers and poets we have along with 
us ? 

But they are thinking of Eleusis, and 
not of the way to Eleusis; so that we may 
as well keep our suggestion to ourselves, 
— also those pious admonitions which we 
were just about to administer to our com- 
panions on heathenish superstitions. A 
strange fascination these Athenians have ; 
and before we are aware, our thoughts, 
too, are centred in Eleusis, whither are 
tending, not Athens only, but vast multi- 
tudes from all Greece. ‘Their movement 
is tumultuous; but it is a tumult of nat- 
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ural enthusiasm, and not of Baechie fren- 
zy. If Athens be, as Milton calls her, 
“the eye of Greece,” surely Eleusis must 
be its heart ! 

There are nine days of the festival. 
This first is the day of the agurmos, 
(ayvpu6c,) or assembling together the flux 
of Grecian life into the secret chambers 
of its Eleusinian heart. To-morrow is the 
day of purification ; then, “ To the sea, all 
ye that are initiated!” ("AZade, wiorae!) 
lest any come with the stain of impurity 
to the mysteries of God. The third day 
is the day of sacrifices, that the heart also 
may be made pure, when are offered bar- 
ley from the fields of Eleusis and a mul- 
let. All other sacrifices may be tasted ; 
but this is for Demeter alone, and not to 
be touched by mortal lips. On the fourth 
day, we join the procession bearing the 
sacred basket of the goddess, filled with 
curious symbols, grains of salt, carded 
wool, sesame, pomegranates, and pop- 
pies, — symbols of the gifts of our Great 
Mother and of her mighty sorrow. On 
the night of the fitth, we are lost in 
the hurrying tumult of the torch-light 
processions. Then there is the sixth 
day, the great day of all, when from 
Athens the statue of Iacchus (Bacchus) 
is borne, crowned with myrtle, tumultu- 
ously through the sacred gate, along the 
sacred way, halting by the sacred fig- 
tree, (all sacred, mark you, from Eleu- 
sinian associations,) where the procession 
rests, and then moves on to the bridge 
over the Cephissus, where again it rests, 
and where the expression of the wildest 
grief gives place to the trifling farce, — 
even as Demeter, in the midst of her 
grief, smiled at the levity of Iambe in 
the palace of Celeus. Through the “ mys- 
tical entrance” we enter Eleusis. On the 
seventh day, games are celebrated ; and 
to the victor is given a measure of bar- 
ley,—as it were a gift direct from the 
hand of the goddess. The eighth is sa- 
cred to AEsculapius, the Divine Physician, 
who heals all diseases; and in the evening 
is pertormed the initiatory ritual. 

Let us enter the mystic temple and be 
initiated, —thongh it must be supposed 
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that a year ago we were initiated into 
the Lesser Mysteries at Agra. (“Cer- 
tamen enim,— et preludium certaminis ; 
et mysteria sunt que precedunt myste- 
ria.”) We must have been myst (veil- 
ed) before we can become epople (seers) 
in plain English, we must have shut our 
eyes to all else before we can behold the 
mysteries. Crowned with myrtle, we en- 
ter with the other mysf@ into the vesti- 
bule of the temple,—blind as yet, but 
the Hierophant within will soon open 
our eyes. 

But first,— for here we must do nothing 
rashly,— first we must wash in this holy 
water; for it is with pure hands and a 
pure heart that we are bidden to enter 
the most sacred inclosure. Then, led 
into the presence of the Hierophant, he 
reads to us, from a book of stone, things 
which we must not divulge on pain of 
death. Let it suffice that they fit the 
place and the occasion; and though you 
might laugh at them, if they were spoken 
outside, still you seem very far from that 
mood now, as you hear the words of the 
old man (for old he always was) and look 
upon the revealed symbols. And very 
far indeed are you from ridicule, when 
Demeter seals, by her own peculiar utter- 
ances and signals, by vivid coruscations 
of light, and cloud piled upon cloud, all 
that we have seen and heard from her 
sacred priest; and when, finally, the light 
of a serene wonder fills the temple, and 
we see the pure fields of Elysium and 
hear the choirs of the Blessed ;— then, 
not merely by external seeming or phi- 
losophic interpretation, but in real fact, 
does the Hicrophant become the Creator 
and Revealer of all things; the Sun is 
but his torch-bearer, the Moon his attend- 
ant at the altar, and Hermes his mystic 
herald. But the final word has been ut- 
tered: “Conx Ompax.” The rite is con- 
summated, and we are epople forever ! 

One day more, and the Eleusinia them- 
selyes are completed. As in the begin- 
ning by lustration and sacrifices we con- 
ciliated the favor of the gods, so now by 
libation we finally commend ourselves to 
their care. Thus did the Greeks begin 
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all things with lustration and end with 
libation, each day, each feast,—all their 
solemn treaties, their ceremonies, and sa- 
cred festivals. But, like all else Eleu- 
sinian, this libation must be sui generis, 
emptied from two bowls,—the one to- 
ward the East, the other toward the West. 
Thus is finished this Epos, or, as Clemens 
Alexandrinus calls it, the “ mystical dra- 
ma” of the Eleusinia. 

Now, reader, you have seen the Mys- 
teries. And what do they mean? Let 
us take care lest we deceive ourselves, as 
many before us have done, by merely 
looking at the Eleusinia. 

Oh, this everlasting staring! This it 
is that leads us astray. That old star- 
gazer, with whom sop has made us ac- 
quainted, deserved, indeed, to fall into 
the well, no less for his profanity than 
his stupidity. Yet this same star-gazing 
it is that we miscall reflection. Thus, in 
our blank wonder at Nature,—in our 
naked analysis of her life, expressed 
through long lists of genera and species 
and mathematical calculations, as if we 
were calling off the roll of creation, or 
as if her depth of meaning rested in 
her vast orbs and incalculable velocities, 
—in all this we fail of her real mys- 
tery. 

To mere external seeming, the Eleusi- 
nia point to Demeter for their interpre- 
tation. To her are they consecrated,— 
of her grief are they commemorative ; out 
of reverence to her do the myste purify 
themselves by lustration and by the sacri- 
fice that may not be tasted ; she it is who 
is symbolized, in the procession of the 
basket, as our Great Mother, through the 
salt, wool, and sesame, which point to 
her bountiful gifts,— while by the poppies 
and pomegranates it is hinted that she 
nourishes in her heart some profound sor- 
row: by the former, that she seeks to 
bury this sorrow in eternal oblivion, — 
by the latter, that it must be eternally 
reiterated. The procession of the torch- 
es defines the sorrow; and by this wild, 
despairing search in the darkness do 
we know that her daughter Proser- 
pine, plucking flowers in the fields of 
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light, has been snatched by ruthless Pluto 
to the realm of the Invisible. Then by 
the procession of Iacchus we learn that 
divine aid has come to the despairing 
Demeter; by the coming of Alsculapius 
shall all her wounds be healed: and the 
change in the evening from the myst to 
epopte is because that now to Demeter, 
the cycle of her grief being accomplish- 
ed, the ways of Jove are made plain, — 
even his permission of violence from un- 
seen hands; to /er also is the final liba- 
tion. 

But the story of the stolen Proserpina 
is itself an afterthought, a fable invented 
to explain the Mysteries; and, however 
much it may have modified them in de- 
tail, certainly could not have been their 
ground. Nor is the sorrowing Demeter 
herself adequate to the solution. For 
the Eleusinia are older than Eleusis, — 
older than Demeter, even the Deme- 
ter of Thrace,—certainly as old as Isis, 
who was to Egypt what Demeter was to 
Greece,— the Great Mother * of a thou- 
sand namies, who also had fer endlessly 
repeated sorrow for the loss of Osiris, and 
in honor of whom the Egyptians held an 
annual festival. Thus we only remove 
the mystery back to the very verge of 
myth itself; and we must either give up 
the solution or take a different course. 
But perhaps Isis will reveal herself, and 
at the same time unveil the Mysteries. 
Let us read her tablet: “TI am all that 
has been, all that is, all that is to be; 


* The worship of this Great Mother is not 
more wonderful for its antiquity in time than 
for its prevalence as regards space. To the 
Hindu she was the Lady Isani. She was the 
Ceres of Roman mythology, the Cybele of 
Phrygia and Lydia, and the Disa of the North. 
According to Tacitus, (Germania, c. 9,) she 
was worshipped by the ancient Suevi. She 
was worshipped by the Muscovite, and repre- 
sentations of her are found upon the sacred 
drums of the Laplanders. She swayed the 
ancient world, from its southeast corner in 
India to Scandinavia in the northwest; and 
everywhere she is the “ Mater Dolorosa.” 
And who is it, reader, that in the Christian 
world struggles for life and power under the 
name of the Holy Virgin, and through the sad 
features of the Madonna? 
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and the veil which is over my face no 
mortal hand hath ever raised!” Now, 
reader, would it not be strange, if, in 
solving her mystery, we should also solve 
the Sphinx’s riddle? But so it is. This 
is the Sphinx in her eldest shape,—this 
Isis of a thousand names; and the an- 
swer to her ever-recurring riddle is al- 
ways the same. In the Human Spirit 
is infolded whatsoever has been, is, or 
shall be; and mortality cannot reveal 
it! 

Not to Demeter, then, nor even to Isis, 
do the Eleusinia primarily point, but to 
the human heart. We no longer look at 
them ; henceforth they are within us. 
Long has this mystic mother, the won- 
der of the world, waited for the rev- 
elation of her face. Let us draw aside 
the veil, (not by mortal hand, —it moves 
at your will,) and listen -— 

“Tam the First and the Last, — moth- 
er of gods and men. As deep as is my 
mystery, so deep is my sorrow. For, lo! 
all generations are mine. But the fairest 
fruit of my Holy Garden was plucked by 
my mortal children ; since which, Apol- 
lo among men and Artemis among wom- 
en have raged with their fearful arrows. 
My fairest children, whom I have brought 
forth and nourished in the light, have 
been stolen by the children of darkness. 
By the Flood they were taken; and I 
wandered forty days and forty nights up- 
on the waters, ere again I saw the face 
of the earth. Then, wherever I went, I 
brought joy ; at Cyprus the grasses sprang 
up beneath my feet, the golden-filleted 
Hore crowned me with a wreath of gold 
and clothed me in immortal robes. Then, 
also, was renewed my grief; for Adonis, 
whom I had chosen, was slain in the 
chase and carried to Hades. Six months 
I wept his loss, when he rose again and I 
triumphed. Thus in Egypt I mourned 
for Osiris, for Atys in Phrygia, and for 
Proserpina at Eleusis,—all of whom 
passed to the underworld, were restored 
for a season, and then retaken. Thus 
is my sorrow repeated without end. All 
things are taken from me. Night treads 
upon the heels ot Day, the desolation 
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of Winter wastes the fair fruit of Sum- 
mer, and Death walks in the ways of 
Life with inexorable claims. But at the 
last, through Him, my First-begotten and 
my Best-beloved, who also died and de- 
scended into Hades, and the third day 
rose again, — through Him, having ceas- 
ed from wandering, I shall triumph in 
Infinite Joy!” 

That, reader, is not so difficult to trans- 
late into human language. Thus, from 
the beginning to the end of the world, 
do these Mysteries, under various names, 
shadow forth the great problem of hu- 
man life, which problem, as being funda- 
mental, must be religious, the same that 
is shadowed forth in Nature and Revela- 
tion, namely : man’s sin, and his redemp- 
tion from sin, — his great loss, his infinite 
error, and his final salvation. 

Sorrow, so strong a sense of which 
pervaded these Mysteries that it was the 
name (Achtheia) by which Demeter was 
known to her mystic worshippers,—hu- 
man sorrow it was which veiled the eye- 
lids; toward which veiling (or muesis) 
the lotus about the head of Isis and the 
poppy in the band of Demeter distinctly 
point. Hence the myst@, whom the read- 
er must suppose to have closed their eyes 
to all without them,—even to Nature, ex- 
cept as in sympathy she mirrors forth 
the central sorrow of their hearts. But 
this same sorrow and its mighty work, 
veiled from all mortal vision, shut out by 
very necessity from any sympathy save 
that of God, is a preparation for a purer 
vision,— a second initiation, in which the 
eyes shall be reopened and the myste 
become epopre ; and of such significance 
was this higher vision to the Greek, that 
it was a synonyme for the highest earth- 
ly happiness and a foretaste of Flys 
ium. 

As this vision of the epopice was the 
vision of real faith, so the muesis, or veil- 
ing of the myste, was no mere affectation 
of mysticism. Not so easily could be set 
aside this weight of sorrow upon the eye- 
lids, which, notwithstanding that, leading 
to self, it leads to wandering, leads also 
through Divine aid to that peace which 
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passeth all understanding. Thus were 
the Hebrews led out of Egyptian bond- 
age through wanderings in the Wilder- 
ness to the Promised Land. Even thus, 
through rites and ceremonies which to 
us are hieroglyphics hard to be decipher- 
ed, which are known only as shrouded 
in infinite sorrow, —as dimly shadowing 
forth some wild search in darkness and 
some final resurrection into light, — 
through these, many from Egypt and 
India and Scythia, from Scandinavia and 
from the aboriginal forests of America, 
have for unnumbered ages passed from 
a world of bewildering error to the heay- 
en of their hopes. To the eye of sense 
and to shallow infidelity, this may seem 
absurd ; but the foolishness of man is the 
wisdom of God to the salvation of His 
erring children. Happy, indeed, are the 
initiated! Blessed are the poor in spir- 
it, the Pariah, and the slave,—all they 
whose eyes are yeiled with overshadow- 
ing sorrow ! for only thus is revealed the 
glory of human life ! 

There are many things, kind reader, 
which, in our senseless staring, we may 
call the signs of human weakness, but 
which, by a higher interpretation, become 
revelations of human power. The gross 
and pitiable features of the world are dis- 
solved and clarified, when by an impas- 
sioned sympathy we can penetrate to the 
heart of things. We are about to pity 
the ragged vesture, the feeble knees, and 
the beseeching hand of poverty, and the 
cries of the oppressed and the weary ; 
but, at a thought, Pity is slain by Rev- 
erence. We are ready to ery out against 
the sluggish movement of the world and 
its lazy flux of lite ; but before the satire 
1s spoken, we are fascinated by an under- 
current of this same world, earnest and 
full toward its sure goal,—of which, in- 
deed, we only dream; but “ the dream is 
from God,” * and surer than sight. There 
is a profounder calm than appears to 
the eye, in the quiet cottages scattered 
up and down among the peaceful val- 
leys; the rest of death is more untroub- 
led than the marble face which it leaves 

* Hiad, 1. 68. 
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as its visible symbol; and sleep, “the 
minor mystery of death,” (dmve¢g Ta puxpa 
Toi Yavarov prorHpia,*) has a deeper sig- 
nificance than is revealed in any exter- 
nal token. So what is sneeringly called 
the credulity of human nature is its holy 
faith, and, in spite of all the hard facts 
which you may charge upon it, is the 
glory of man. It introduces us into that 
region where “nothing is unexpected, 
nothing impossible.” + It was the glory 
of our childhood, and by it childhood is 
made immortal. Myth herself is ever a 
child,—a genuine child of the earth, in- 
deed, — but received among men as the 
child of Heaven. 

Upon the slightest material basis have 
been constructed myths and miracles and 
fairy-tales without number ; and so it must 
ever be. Thus man asserts his own in- 
herent strength of imagination and faith 
over against the external fact. Whatso- 
ever is facile to Imagination is also facile 
to Faith. Easy, therefore, in our thoughts, 
is the transition from the Cinder-wench 
in the ashes to the Cinderella of the pal- 
ace; easy the apotheosis of the slave, and 
the passage from the weary earth to the 
fields of Elysium and the Isles of the 
Blessed. 

This flight of the Imagination, this vis- 
ion of Faith,—these, reader, are only for 
the epopte. It matters not, that, by naked 
analysis, you can prove that the palaces 
of our fancy and the temples of our faith 
are but the baseless fabric of a dream. 
It may be that the greater part of life is 
made up of dreams, and that wakefulness 
is merely incidental as a relief to the pic- 
ture. It may be, indeed, in the last an- 
alysis, that the ideal is the highest, if not 
the only real. 

For the sensible, palpable fact can, by 
the nature of things, exist for us only in 
the Present. But, my dear reader, it is just 
here, in this Present, that the tenure by 
which we have hold upon life is the most 
frail and shadowy. For, by the strictest 
analysis, there is no Present. The formula, 
It is, even before we can give it utter- 
ance, by some subtile chemistry of logic, 


* Euripides. ¢ Archilochus. 
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is resolved into Jt was and Jt shall be. 
Thus by our analysis do we retreat into 
the ideal. In the deepest reflection, all 
that we call external is only the mate- 
rial basis upon which our dreams are 
built; and the sleep that surrounds life 
swallows up life,— all but a dim wreck of 
matter, floating this way and that, and 
forever evanishing from sight. Complete 
the analysis, and we lose even the shad- 
ow of the external Present, and only the 
Past and the Future are left us as our 
sure inheritance. This is the first initia- 
tion,— the veiling of the eyes to the ex- 
ternal. But, as epopte, by the synthesis 
of this Past and Future in a living na- 
ture, we obtain a higher, an ideal Pres- 
ent, comprehending within itself all that 
can be real for us within us or without. 
This is the second initiation, in which is 
unveiled to us the Present as a new birth 
from our own life. 

Thus the great problem of Idealism is 
symbolically solved in the Eleusinia. For 
us there is nothing real except as we re- 
alize it. Let it be that myriads have 
walked upon the earth before us,— that 
each race and generation has wrought its 
change and left its monumental record 
upon pillar and pyramid and obelisk ; set 
aside the ruin which Time has wrought 
both upon the change and the record, lev- 
elling the cities and temples of men, di- 
minishing the shadows of the Pyramids, 
and rendering more shadowy the names 
and memories of heroes,— obliterating 
even its own ruin ;—set aside this obliv- 
jon of Time, still there would be hiero- 
glyphics,—still to us all that comes from 
this abyss of Time behind us, or from the 
abyss of Space around us, must be but 
dim and evanescent imagery and emp- 
ty reverberation of sound, except as, be- 
coming a part of our own life, by a new 
birth, it receives shape and significance. 
Nothing can be unveiled to us till it is 
born of us. Thus the epopte are both 
creators and interpreters. Strength of 
knowledge and strength of purpose, lying 
at the foundation of our own nature, be- 
come also the measure of our interpreta- 
tion of all Nature. Therefore in each suc- 
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cessive cycle of human history, as we re- 
alize more completely the great Ideal, 
our appreciation of the Past increases, 
and our hope of the Future. The dif 
ference lies not in the data of history, but 
in what we make of the dala. 

We cannot see too clearly that the 
great problem of life, in Philosophy, Art, 
or Religion, is essentially the same from 
the beginning. Like Nature, indeed, it 
repeats itself under various external phas- 
es, in different ages and under different 
skies. History whispers from her ante- 
diluvian lips of a race of giants; so does 
the earth reveal mammoths and stupen- 
dons forests. But the wonder neither of 
Man nor of Nature was greater then than 
now. We say much, too, of Progress. 
But the progress does not consist in a 
change of the fundamental problem of 
the race; we have only learned to use 
our material so that we effect our changes 
more readily, and write our record with 
a finer touch and in clearer outline. The 
progress is in the facility and elaboration, 
and may be measured in Space and Time; 
but the Ideal is ever the same and im- 
measurable. Homer is hard to read ; but 
when once you have read him you have 
read all poetry. Or suppose that Orphe- 
us, instead of striving with his mythic 
brother Cheiron, were to engage in a mu- 
sical contest with Mozart, and you, read- 
er, were to adjudge the prize. Undoubt- 
edly you would give the palm to Mozart. 
Not that Mozart is the better musician ; 
the difficulty is all in your ear, my friend. 
Tf you could only hear the nice vibrations 
of the “golden shell,” you might reverse 
your decision. 

So in Religion ; the central idea, if you 
can only discern it, is ever the same. She 
no longer, indeed, looks with the bewil- 
dered gaze of her childhood to the moun- 
tains and rivers, to the sun, moon, and 
stars, for aid. In the fulness of time the 
yeil is rent in twain, and she looks be- 
yond with a clearer eye to the surer signs 
that are visible of her unspeakable glory. 
But the longing of her heart is ever the 
same. 

What remains to us of ancient systems 
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of faith is, for the most part, mere name 
and shadow. It is even more difficult for 
us to realize to ourselves a single cere- 
mony of Grecian worship, —for instance, 
a dance in honor of Apollo,—in its sub- 
tile meaning, than it would be to appre- 
ciate the “ Prometheus ” of schylus. 
This ignorance leads oftentimes to the 
most shocking profanation ; and from mere 
lack of vision we ridicule much that should 
call forth our reverence. 

Thus many Christian writers have 
sought to throw ridicule upon the Eleu- 
sinia. But we must remember, that, to 
Greece, throughout her whole history, 
they presented a well-defined system of 
faith,— that, essentially, they even serv- 
ed the function of a church by their in- 
herent idea of divine discipline and pu- 
rification and the hope which they ever 
held out of future resurrection and glory. 
Why, then, you ask, if they were so pure 
and full of meaning, why was not such a 
man as Socrates one of the Initiated ? 
The reason, reader, was simply this : 
What the Eleusinia furnished to Greece, 
that Socrates furnished to himself. That 
man who could stand stock-still a whole 
day, lost in silent contemplation, what was 
the need to him of the Eleusinian veil ? 
The most self-sufficient man in all Greece, 
who could find the way directly to him- 
self and to the mystery and responsibility 
of his own will without the medium of 
external rites, to whom there were the 
ever-present intimations of his strange 
Divinity,—what need to him of the Eleu- 
sinian revealings or their sublime self-in- 
tuition (airopia) ? He had his own sep- 
arate tragedy also. And when with his 
last words he requested that a cock be 
sacrificed to A®sculapius, that, reader, 
was to indicate that to him had come the 
eighth day of the drama, in which the 
Great Physician brings deliverance, — 
and in the evening of which there should 
be the final unveiling of the eyes in the 
presence of the Great Hierophant ! 

Such were the Eleusinia of Greece. 
But what do they mean to us? We have 
already hinted at their connection with 
the Sphinx’s riddle. It is through this 
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connection that they receive their most 
general significance ; for this riddle is the 
riddle of the race, and the problem which 
it involves can be adequately realized 
only in the life of the race. To Greece, 
as peculiarly sensitive to all that is tragi- 
eal, the Sphinx connected her questions 
most intimately with human sorrow, either 
in the individual or the household. 

“ Who is it,” thus the riddle ran, “ who 
is it that in the morning creeps upon all- 
fours, touching the earth in complete de- 
pendence,—and at noon, grown into the 
fulness of beauty and strength, walks 
erect with his face toward heaven, — but 
at the going down of the sun, returns 
again to his original frailty and depend- 
ence ?” 

This, answered Cdipus, is Man; and 
most fearfully did he realize it in his own 
life! In the mysteries of the Eleusinia 
there is the same prominence of human 
sorrow,— only here the Sphinx propounds 
her riddle in its religious phase ; and in 
the change from the myste to the epop- 
te, in the revelation of the central self, 
was the great problem symbolically real- 
ized. 

Greece had her reckoning; and to her 
eye the Sphinx long ago seemed to plunge 
herself headlong into precipitate destruc- 
tion. But this strange lady is ever re- 
appearing with her awful alternative : 
they who cannot solve her riddle must 
die. It is no trifling account, reader, 
which we have with this lady. For now 
her riddle has grown to fearful propor- 
tions, connecting itself with the rise and 
fall of empires, with the dim realm of 
superstition, with vast systems of phi- 
losophy and faith. And the answer is 
always the same: “That which hath 
been is that which shall be; and that 
which hath been is named already,+ and 
it is known that it is Man.” 

What is it that shall explain the differ- 
ence between our map of the world and 
that of Sesostris or Anaximander? Geo- 
logical deposits, the washing away of 
mountains, and the change of river- 
courses are certainly but trifling in such 
an account. But an Argonautie expe- 
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dition, a Trojan siege, a Jewish exodus, 
Nomadic inyasions, and the names of 
Hanno, Cesar, William the Conqueror, 
and Columbus, suggest an explanation. 
It is the flux of human life which must 
account for the flowing outline of the 
earth’s geography. As with the terres- 
trial, so with the celestial. The heavens 
change by a subtiler movement than the 
precession of the equinoxes. In Job, “ Be- 
hold the height of the stars, how high 
they are!” but to Homer they bathe 
in the Western seas; while to us, they 
are again removed to an incalculable dis- 
tance,—but at the same time so near, 
that, in our hopes, they are the many 
mansions of our Father’s house, the step- 
ping-stones to our everlasting rest. 

But there is also another map, reader, 
more shadowy in its outline, of an invisi- 
ble region, neither of the heavens nor of 
the earth,— but having vague relations to 
each, with a secret history of its own, of 
which now and then strange tales and tra- 
ditions are softly whispered in our ear,— 
where each of us has been, though no 
two ever tell the same story of their wan- 
derings. Strange to say, each one calls 
all other tales superstitions and old-wives’ 
fables ; but observe, he always trembles 
when he tells his own. But they are all 
true; there is not one old-wife’s fable on 
the list. Necromancers have had private 
interviews with visitors who had no right 
to be seen this side the Styx. The Witch 
of Endor and the raising of Samuel were 
literal facts. Above all others, the Ne- 
mesis and Eumenides were facts not to 
be withstood. And, philosophize as we 
may, ghosts have been seen at dead of 
night, and not always under the conduct 
of Mercury ;* even the Salem witch- 


* This function of Mercury, as Psycho- 
Pompos, or conductor of departed souls to 
Hades, is often misunderstood. He was a 
Pompos not so much for the safety of the dead 
(though that was an important consideration) 
as for the peace of the living. The Greeks 
had an overwhelming fear of the dead, as is 
evident from the propitiatory rites to their 
shades; hence the necessity of putting them 
under strict charge, — even against their will. 
(Horace, I. Ode xxiv. 15.) All Mereury’s 
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eraft was very far from being a humbug. 
They are all true,—the gibbering ghost, 
the riding hag, the enchantment of wiz- 
ards, and all the miracles of magic, none 
of which we have ever seen with the 
eye, but all of which we believe at heart. 
But who is it that weirdly draws aside 
the dark curtain? Who is this mystic 
lady, ever weaving at her loom,—weav- 
ing long ago, and weaving yet,— singing 
with unutterable sadness, as she inter- 
weaves with her web all the sorrows and 
shadowy fears that ever were or that 
ever shall be ? We know, indeed, that 
she weaves the web of Fate and the cur- 
tain of the Invisible; for we have seen 
her work. We know, too, that she alone 
can show the many-colored web or draw 
aside the dark curtain ; for we have seen 
her revelations. But who is she ? 

Ay, reader, the Sphinx puts close ques- 
tions now and then; but there is only one 
answer that can satisfy her or avert death. 
This person,—the only real mystery 
which can exist for you,—of all things 
the most familiar, and at the same time 
the most unfamiliar,—is yourself! You 
need not speak in whispers. It is true, 
this lady has a golden quiver as well as a 
golden distaff; but her arrows are all for 
those who cannot solve her riddle. 

Protagoras, then, was right ; and, look- 
ing back through these twenty-two centu- 
ries, we nod assent to his grand proposi- 
tion: ‘Man is the measure of all things, 
—of the possible, how it is,— of the im- 
possible, how it is not.” In the individual 
life are laid the foundations of the uni- 
verse, and upon each individual artist 
depend the symmetry and meaning of 
the constructed whole. This Master-Art- 
ist it is who holds the keys of life and 
death; and whatsoever he shall bind or 
loose in his consciousness shall be bound 
or loosed throughout the universe. Apart 
from him, Nature is resolyed into an in- 
tangible, shapeless vanity of silence and 
darkness,— without a name, and, in fact, 


qualifications point to this office, by which he 
defends the living against the invasions of the 
dead. Hence his craft and agility ;— for who 
so fleet and subtle as a ghost ? 
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no Nature at all. To man, all Nature 
must be human in some soul. God him- 
self is worshipped under a human phase ; 
and it is here that Christianity, the flower 
of all Faith, furnishes the highest answer 
and realization of this world-riddle of the 
Sphinx,—here that it rests its eternal 
Truth, even as here it secures its unfail- 
ing appeal to the human heart ! 

The process by which any nature is 
realized is the process by which it is 
humanized. Thus are all things given 
to us for an inheritance. Let it be, 
that, apart from us, the universe sinks 
into insignificance and nothingness; to 
us it is a royal possession; and we are 
all kings, with a dominion as unlimited 
as our desire. Ubi Caesar, ibi Roma! 
Rome is the world; and each man, if 
he will, is Cesar. 

Tf he will ; —ay, there’s the rub! In 
the strength of his will lie glory and ab- 
solute sway. But if he fail, then becomes 
evident the frailty of his tenure,—* he is 
a king of shreds and patches !” 

Here is the crying treachery ; and thus 
it happens that there are slaves and era- 
ven hearts. This is the profound pathos 
of history, (for the Sphinx has always 
more or less of sadness in her face,) which 
enters so inevitably into all human tri- 
umphs. The monuments of Egypt, the 
palaces and tombs of her kings— revela- 
tions of the strength of will—also by 
inevitable suggestions call to our remem- 
brance successive generations of slaves 
and their endless toil. Morn after morn, 
at sunrise, for thousands of years, did 
Memnon breathe forth his music, that his 
name might be remembered upon the 
earth; but his music was the swell of a 
broken harp, and his name was whispered 
in mournful silence! Among the em- 
balmed dead, in urn-burials, in the midst 
of catacombs, and among the graves up- 
on our hillsides and in our valleys, there 
lurks the same sad mockery. Surely 
“purple Death and the strong Fates do 
conquer us!” Strangely, in vast soli- 
tudes, comes over us a sense of desola- 
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tion, when even the faintest adumbrations 
of life seem lost in the inertia of mortal- 
ity. In all pomp lurks the pomp of fu- 
neral; and we do now and then pay 
homage to the grim skeleton king who 
sways this dusty earth, — yea, who sways 
our hearts of dust ! 

But it is only when we yield that we 
are conquered. “ The demon shall not 
choose us, but we shall choose our da- 
mon.” * Tt is only when we lose hold of 
our royal inheritance that Time is seen 
with his scythe and the heritage becomes 
a waste. 

This is the failure, the central loss, over 
which Achtheia mourns. Happy are the 
epoptee who know this, who have look- 
ed the Sphinx in the face, and escaped 
death! They are the seers, they the he- 
roes ! 

But “Conz Ompazx !” 

And now, like good Grecians, let us 
make the double libation to our lady,— 
toward the East and toward the West. 
That is an important point, reader; for 
thus is recognized the intimate connec- 
tion which our lady has with the move- 
ments of Nature, in which her life is mir- 
rored,— especially with the rising, the on- 
going, and the waning of the day; and 
you remember that this also was the re- 
lief of the Sphinx’s riddle,—this same 
movement from the rising to the setting 
sun. But prominently, as in all worship, 
are our eyes turned toward the East,— 
toward the resurrection. In the tomb of 
Memnon, at Thebes, are wrought two 
series of paintings; in the one, through 
successive stages, the sun is represented 
in his course from the East to the West, 
and in the other is represented, through 
various stages, his return to the Orient. 
It was to this Orient that the old king 
looked, awaiting his regeneration. 

Thus, reader, in all nations,— by no 
mere superstition, but by a glorious sym- 
bolism of Faith, — do the children of the 
earth lay them down in their last sleep 
with their faces to the East. 

- * Plato's Republic, at the close. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 


Mary returned to the house with her 
basket of warm, fresh eggs, which she set 
down mournfully upon the table. In 
her heart there was one conscious want 
and yearning, and that was to go to the 
friends of him she had lost, —to go to his 
mother. The first impulse of bereave- 
ment is to stretch out the hands towards 
what was nearest and dearest to the de- 
parted. 

Her dove came fluttering down out of 
the tree, and settled on her hand, and 
began asking in his dumb way to be no- 
ticed. Mary stroked his white feathers, 
and bent her head down over them till 
they were wet with tears. ‘Oh, birdie, 
you live, but he is gone!” she said. Then 
suddenly putting it gently from her, and 
going near and throwing her arms around 
her mother’s neck,—“ Mother,” she said, 
“JT want to go up to Cousin Ellen’s.” 
(This was the familiar name by which she 
always called Mrs. Marvyn.) “ Can’t 
you go with me, mother ?” 

“ My daughter, I have thought of it. 
I hurried about my baking this morning, 
and sent word to Mr. Jenkyns that he 
needn’t come to see about the chimney, 
because I expected to go as soon as 
breakfast should be out of the way. So, 
hurry, now, boil some eggs, and get on 
the cold beef and potatoes; for I see Sol- 
omon and Amaziah coming in with the 
milk. They’ll want their breakfast im- 
mediately.” 

The breakfast for the hired men was 
soon arranged on the table, and Mary 
sat down to preside while her mother 
was going on with her baking,— intro- 
ducing various loaves of white and 
brown bread into the capacious oven 
by means of a long iron shovel, and 
discoursing at intervals with Solomon, 
with regard to the different farming op- 


erations which he had in hand for the 
day. 

Solomon was a tall, large-boned man, 
brawny and angular; with a face tanned 
by the sun, and graven with those con- 
siderate lines which New England so 
early writes on the faces of her sons. 
He was reputed an oracle in matters 
of agriculture and cattle, and, like ora- 
cles generally, was prudently sparing of 
his responses. Amaziah was one of those 
uncouth over-grown boys of eighteen 
whose physical bulk appears to have so 
suddenly developed that the soul has 
more matter than she has learned to rec- 
ognize, so that the hapless individual is 
always awkwardly conscious of too much 
limb; and in Amaziah’s case, this con- 
sciousness grew particularly distressing 
when Mary was in the room. He liked 
to have her there, he said,—* but, some- 
how, she was so white and pretty, she 
made him feel sort o’ awful-like.” 

Of course, as such poor mortals al- 
ways do, he must, on this particular 
morning, blunder into precisely the 
wrong subject. 

“ S’pose you’ve heerd the news that 
Jeduthun Pettibone brought home in 
the ‘Flying Scud,’ *bout the wreck 0° 
the ‘ Monsoon’; it’s an awful providence, 
that ’ar’ is,—a’n’t it? Why, Jeduthun 
says she jest crushed like an ege-shell” ; 
—and with that Amaziah illustrated the 
fact by crushing an egg in his great 
brown hand. 

Mary did not answer. She could not 
grow any paler than she was before; a 
dreadful curiosity came over her, but her 
lips could frame no question. Amaziah 
went on :— 

“Ye see, the cap’en he got killed with 
a spar when the blow fust come on, and 
Jim Marvyn he commanded; and Jedu- 
thun says that he seemed to have the 
spirit of ten men in him; he worked 
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and he watched, and he was everywhere 
at once, and he kep’ ’em all up for 
three days, till finally they lost their 
rudder, and went drivin’ right onto the 
rocks. When they come in sight, he 
come up on deck, and says he, ‘ Well, 
my boys, we’re headin’ right into eter- 
nity,’ says he, ‘and our chances for this 
world a’n’t worth mentionin’, any on us; 
but we'll all have one try for our lives. 
Boys, I’ve tried to do my duty by you 
and the ship,— but God’s will be done! 
All I have to ask now is, that, if any of 
you git to shore, you'll find my mother 
and tell her I died thinkin’ of her and 
father and my dear friends.” That was 
the last Jeduthun saw of him; for in a few 
minutes more the ship struck, and then 
it was every man for himself. Laws! 
Jeduthun says there couldn’t nobody 
have stood beatin’ agin them rocks, 
unless they was all leather and inger- 
rubber like him. Why, he says the 
waves would take strong men and jest 
crush ’em against the rocks like smash- 
in’ a pie-plate !” 

Here Mary’s paleness beeame livid; 
she made a hasty motion to rise from 
the table, and Solomon trod on the foot 
of the narrator. 

“You seem to forget that friends and 
relations has feelin’s,” he said, as Mary 
hastily went into her own room. 

Amaziah, suddenly awakened to the 
fact that he had been trespassing, sat with 
mouth half open and a stupefied look of 
perplexity on his face for a moment, and 
then, rising hastily, said, “ Well, Sol, I 
guess I'll go an’ yoke up the steers.” 

At eight o'clock all the morning toils 
were over, the wide kitchen cool and 
still, and the one-horse wagon standing 
at the door, into which climbed Mary, 
her mother, and the Doctor; for, though 
invested with no spiritual authority, and 
charged with no ritual or form for hours 
of afiliction, the religion of New Eng- 
Jand always expects her minister as a 
first visitor in every house of mourning. 

The ride was a sorrowful and silent 
one. The Doctor, propped upon his cane, 
seemed to reflect deeply. 
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“TIave you been at all conversant 
with the exercises of our young friend’s 
mind on the subject of religion?” he 
asked. 

Mrs. Scudder did not at first reply. 
The remembrance of James’s last letter 
flashed over her mind, and she felt the 
vibration of the frail child beside her, in 
whom every nerve was quivering. After 
a moment, she said,—‘ It does not be- 
come us to judge the spiritual state of any 
one. James’s mind was in an unsettled 
way when he left; but who can say what 
wonders may have been effected by di- 
vine grace since then?” 

This conversation fell on the soul of 
Mary like the sound of clods falling on 
a coflin to the ear of one buried alive ;— 
she heard it with a dull, smothering sense 
of suffocation. That question to be 
raised ?— and about one, too, for whom 
she could have given her own soul? At 
this moment she felt how idle is the mere 
hope or promise of personal salvation 
made to one who has passed beyond the 
life of self, and struck deep the roots of 
his existence in others. She did not utter 
a word ;—how could she? A doubt,— 
the faintest shadow of a doubt,—in such 
a case, falls on the soul with the weight 
of mountain certainty ; and in that short 
ride she felt what an infinite pain may be 
locked in one small, silent breast. 

The wagon drew up to the house of 
mourning. Cato stood at the gate, and 
came forward, officiously, to help them 
out. “ Mass’r and Missis will be glad to 
see you,” he said. “It’s a drefful stroke 
has come upon "em.” 

Candace appeared at the door. There 
was a majesty of sorrow in her bear- 
ing, as she received them. She said not 
a word, but pointed with her finger to- 
wards the inner room; but as Mary lifted 
up her faded, weary face to hers, her 
whole soul seemed to heave towards her 
like a billow, and she took her up in her 
arms and broke forth into sobbing, and, 
carrying her in, as if she had been a 
child, set her down in the inner room 
and sat down beside her. 

Mrs. Marvyn and her husband sat to- 
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gether, holding each other’s hands, the 
open Bible between them. For a few 
moments nothing was to be heard but 
sobs and unrestrained weeping, and then 
all kneeled down to pray. 

After they rose up, Mr. Zebedee Mar- 
vyn stood for a moment thoughtfully, 
and then said,—‘“If it had pleased the 
Lord to give me a sure evidence of my 
son’s salvation, I could have given him 
up with all my heart; but now, whatever 
there may be, I have seen none.” Ie 
stood in an attitude of hopeless, heart- 
smitten dejection, which contrasted pain- 
fally with his usual upright carriage and 
the firm lines of his face. 

Mrs. Marvyn started as if a sword 
had pierced her, passed her arm round 
Mary’s waist, with a strong, nervous clasp, 
unlike her usual calm self, and said,— 
“ Stay with me, daughter, to-day !— stay 
with me!” 

“ Mary can stay as Jong as you wish, 
cousin,” said Mrs. Scudder; “we have 
nothing to call her home.” 

“ Come with me!” said Mrs. Marvyn 
to Mary, opening an adjoining door into 
her bedroom, and drawing her in with a 
sort of suppressed vehemence,—* I want 
you!—J must have you!” 

“ Mrs. Marvyn’s state alarms me,” said 
her husband, looking apprehensively af- 
ter her when the door was closed; “she 
has not shed any tears, nor slept any, 
since she heard this news. You know 
that her mind has been in a peculiar and 
unhappy state with regard to religious 
things for many years. I was in hopes 
she might feel free to open her exercises 
of mind to the Doctor.” 

“Perhaps she will feel more freedom 
with Mary,” said the Doctor.‘ There is 
no healing for such troubles except in 
unconditional submission to Infinite Wis- 
dom and Goodness. The Lord reigneth, 
and will at last bring infinite good out of 
evil, whether our small portion of exist- 
ence be included or not.” 

After a few moments more of confer- 
ence, Mrs. Scudder and the Doctor de- 
parted, leaving Mary alone in the house 
of mourning. 
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We have said before, what we now re- 
peat, that it is impossible to write a story 
of New England life and manners for 
superficial thought or shallow feeling. 
They who would fully understand the 
springs which moved the characters with 
whom we now associate must go down 
with us to the very depths. 

Never was there a community where 
the roots of common life shot down so 
deeply, and were so intensely grappled 
around things sublime and eternal. The 
founders of it were a body of confessors 
and martyrs, who turned their backs on 
the whole glory of the visible, to found 
in the wilderness a republic of which 
the God of Heaven and Karth should be 
the sovereign power. For the first hun- 
dred years grew this community, shut out 
by a fathomless ocean from the existing 
world, and divided by an antagonism not 
less deep from all the reigning ideas of 
nominal Christendom. 

In a community thus unworldly must 
have arisen a mode of thought, ener- 
getic, original, and sublime. The lead- 
ers of thought and feeling were the min- 
istry, and we boldly assert that the spec- 
tacle of the early ministry of New Eng- 
land was one to which the world gives 
no parallel. Living an intense, earnest, 
practical life, mostly tilling the earth 
with their own hands, they yet carried 
on the most startling and original relig- 
ious investigations with a simplicity that 
might have been deemed audacious, were 
it not so All old issues 
relating to government, religion, ritual, 
and forms of church organization hay- 
ing for them passed away, they went 
straight to the heart of things, and bold- 
ly confronted the problem of universal 
being. ‘They had come out from the 
world as witnesses to the most solemn and 
sacred of human rights. They had ac- 
customed themselves boldly to challenge 
and dispute all sham pretensions and idol- 
atries of past ages,—to question the right 
of kings in the State, and of prelates in 
the Church; and now they turned the 
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same bol@ inquiries towards the Eternal 
Throne, and threw down their glove in 
the lists as authorized defenders of every 
mystery in the Eternal Government. The 
task they proposed to themselves was that 
of reconciling the most tremendous facts 
of sin and evil, present and eternal, with 
those conceptions of Infinite Power and 
Benevolence which their own strong and 
generous natures enabled them go vividly 
to realize. In the intervals of planting 
and harvesting, they were busy with the 
toils of adjusting the laws of a universe. 
Solemnly simple, they made long jour- 
neys in their old one-horse chaises, to set- 
tle with each other some nice point of 
celestial jurisprudence, and to compare 
their maps of the Infinite. Their let- 
ters to each other form a literature alto- 
gether unique. Hopkins sends to Ed- 
wards the younger his scheme of the 
universe, in which he starts with the 
proposition, that God is infinitely above 
all obligations of any kind to his creat- 
ures. Edwards replies with the brusque 
comment,— * This is wrong; God has no 
more right to injure a creature than a 
creature has to injure God”; and each 
probably about that time preached a ser- 
mon on his own views, which was dis- 
cussed by every farmer, in intervals of 
plough and hoe, by every woman and 
girl, at loom, spinning-wheel, or wash- 
tub. New England was one vast sea, 
surging from depths to heights with 
thought and discussion on the most in- 
soluble of mysteries. And it is to be 
added, that no man or woman accepted 
any theory or speculation simply as the- 
ory or speculation ; all was profoundly 
real and yital,—a foundation on which 
actual life was based with intensest ear- 
nestness. 

The views of human existence which 
resulted from this course of training 
were gloomy enough to oppress any 
heart which did not rise above them 
by triumphant faith or sink below them 
by brutish insensibility ; for they includ- 
ed every moral problem of natural or 
revealed religion, divested of all those 
softening poetries and tender draper- 
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ies which forms, ceremonies, and ritu- 


als had thrown around them in other 
parts and ages of Christendom. The 


human race, without exception, coming 
into existence “under God’s wrath and 
curse,” with a nature so fatally disor- 
dered, that, although perfect free agents, 
men were infallibly certain to do noth- 
ing to Divine acceptance until regener- 
ated by the supernatural aid of God’s 
Spirit,— this aid being given only to 
a certain decreed number of the hu- 
man race, the rest, with enough free 
agency to make them responsible, but 
without this indispensable assistance ex- 
posed to the malignant assaults of evil 
spirits versed in every art of temptation, 
were sure to fall hopelessly into perdi- 
tion. The standard of what constituted 
a true regeneration, as presented in such 
treatises as Edwards on the Affections, 
and others of the times, made this change 
to be something so high, disinterested, 
and superhuman, so removed from all 
natural and common habits and feelings, 
that the most earnest and devoted, whose 
whole life had been a constant travail 
of endeavor, a tissue of almost unearthly 
disinterestedness, often lived and died 
with only a glimmering hope of its at- 
tainment. 

According to any views then enter- 
tained of the evidences of a true regen- 
eration, the number of the whole human 
race who could be supposed as yet to have 
received this grace was so small, that, as 
to any numerical valuation, it must have 
been expressed as an infinitesimal. Dr. 
Hopkins in many places distinctly recog- 
nizes the fact, that the greater part of the 
human race, up to his time, had been 
eternally lost—and boldly assumes the 
ground, that this amount of sin and suf 
fering, being the best and most necessary 
means of the greatest final amount of 
happiness, was not merel¥ permitted, but 
distinetly chosen, decreed, and provided 
for, as essential in the schemes of In- 
finite Benevolence. He held that this 
decree not only permitted each indi- 
vidual act of sin, but also took meas- 
ures to make it certain, though, by an 
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exercise of infinite skill, it accomplished 
this result without violating human free 
agency. 

The preaching of those times was an- 
imated by an unflinching consistency 
which never shrank from carrying an 
idea to its remotest logical verge. The 
sufferings of the lost were not kept from 
view, but proclaimed with a terrible pow- 
er. Dr. Hopkins boldly asserts, that “ all 
the use which God will have for them 
is to suffer; this is all the end they 
can answer; therefore all their faculties, 
and their whole capacities, will be em- 
ployed and used for this end... .. - 
The body can by omnipotence be made 
capable of suffering the greatest imagin- 
able pain, without producing dissolution, 
or abating the least degree of life or sen- 
sibility. ... . One way in which God 
will show his power in the punishment 
of the wicked will be in strengthening 
and upholding their bodies and souls in 
torments which otherwise would be intol- 
erable.” 

The sermons preached by President 
Edwards on this subject are so terrific in 
their refined poetry of torture, that very 
few persons of quick sensibility could 
read them through without agony ; and it 
is related, that, when, in those calm and 
tender tones which never rose to pas- 
sionate enunciation, he read these dis- 
courses, the house was often filled with 
shrieks and wailings, and that a brother 
minister once laid hold of his skirts, ex- 
claiming, in an involuntary agony, * Oh! 
Mr. Edwards! Mr. Edwards! is God not 
a God of mercy?” 

Not that these men were indifferent 
or insensible to the dread words they 
spoke; their whole lives and deportment 
bore thrilling witness to their sincerity. 
Edwards set apart special days of fast- 
ing, in view of the dreadful doom of the 
lost, in which he was wont to walk the 
floor, weeping and wringing his hands. 
Hopkins fasted every Saturday. David 
Brainerd gave up every refinement of 
civilized life to weep and pray at the 
feet of hardened savages, if by any 
means he might save one. All, by lives 
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of eminent purity and earnestfless, gave 
awful weight and sanction to their words. 

Tf we add to this statement the fact, 
that it was always proposed to every in- 
quiring soul, as an evidence of regenera- 
tion, that it should truly and heartily ac- 
cept all the ways of God thus declared 
right and lovely, and from the heart sub- 
mit to Him as the only just and good, it 
will be seen what materials of tremendous 
internal conflict and agitation were all 
the while working in every bosom. Al- 
most all the histories of religious experi- 
ence of those times relate paroxysms of 
opposition to God and fierce rebellion, 
expressed in language which appalls the 
very soul,—followed, at length, by myste- 
rious elevations of faith and reactions of 
confiding love, the result of Divine inter- 
position, which carried the soul far above 
the region of the intellect, into that of 
direct spiritual intuition. 

President Edwards records that he was 
once in this state of enmity,—that the 
facts of the Divine administration seemed 
horrible to him,—and that this opposition 
was overcome by no course of reason- 
ing, but by an “inward and sweet sense,” 
which came to him once when walking 
alone in the fields, and, looking up into 
the blue sky, he saw the blending of the 
Divine majesty with a calm, sweet, and 
almost infinite meekness. 

The piety which grew up under such 
a system was, of necessity, energetic, — 
it was the uprousing of the whole energy 
of the human soul, pierced and wrenched 
and probed from her lowest depths to her 
topmost heights with every awful life- 
force possible to existence. He whose 
faith in God came clear through these 
terrible tests would be sure never to 
know greater ones. He might certainly 
challenge earth or heaven, things present 
or things to come, to swerve him from 
this grand allegiance. 

But it Is to be conceded, that these 
systems, so admirable in relation to the 
energy, earnestness, and acuteness of 
their authors, when received as absolute 
truth, and as a basis of actual life, had, 
on minds of a certain class, the effect of 
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a slow poison, producing life-habits of 
morbid action very different from any 
which ever followed the simple reading 
of the Bible. They differ from the New 
Testament as the living embrace of a 
friend does from his lifeless body, mapped 
out under the knife of the anatomical 
demonstrator; — every nerve and muscle 
is there, but to a sensitive spirit there is 
the very chill of death in the analysis. 

All systems that deal with the infinite 
are, besides, exposed to danger from 
small, unsuspected admixtures of human 
error, which become deadly when car- 
ried to such vast results. The smallest 
speck of earth’s dust, in the focus of an 
infinite lens, appears magnified among 
the heavenly orbs as a frightful monster. 

Thus it happened, that, while strong 
spirits walked, palm-crowned, with victo- 
rious hymns, along these sublime paths, 
feebler and more sensitive ones lay along 
the track, bleeding away in life-long de- 
spair. Fearful to them were the shadows 
that lay over the cradle and the grave. 
The mother clasped her babe to her bos- 
om, and looked with shuddering to the 
awful coming trial of free agency, with 
its terrible responsibilities and risks, and, 
as she thought of the infinite chances 
against her beloved, almost wished it 
might die in infancy. But when the 
stroke of death came, and some young, 
thoughtless head was laid suddenly low, 
who can say what silent anguish of 
loving hearts sounded the dread depths 
of eternity with the awful question, 
Where ? 

In no other time or place of Christen- 
dom have so fearful issues been presented 


the mind. Some church interposed 
-warm lite-tint to the 


the eye of the mourner as a great assem- 
bly with one accord lifting interceding 
hands for the parted soul. 

But the clear logic and intense indi- 
vidualism of New England deepened the 
problems of the Augustinian faith, while 
they swept away all thos@ softening pro- 
visions so earnestly clasped to the throb- 
bing heart of that great poet of theol- 
ogy. No rite, no form, no paternal rela- 
tion, no faith or prayer of church, earth- 
ly or heavenly, interposed the slightest 
shield between the trembling spirit and 
Eternal Justice. The individual entered 
eternity alone, as if he had no interced- 
ing relation in the universe. 

This, then, was the awful dread which 
was constantly underlying life. This it 
was which caused the tolling bell in green 
hollows and lonely dells to be a sound 
which shook the soul and searched the 
heart with fearful questions. And this it 
was that was lying with mountain weight 
on the soul of the mother, too keenly 
agonized to feel that doubt in such a case 
was any less a torture than the most 
dreadful certainty. 

Hers was a nature more reasoning 
than creative and poetic; and whatever 
she believed bound her mind in strictest 
chains to its logical results. She delight- 
ed in the regions of mathematical knowl- 
edge, and walked them as a native home ; 
but the commerce with abstract certain- 
ties fitted her mind still more to be stif- 
fened and enchained by glacial reason- 
ings, in regions where spiritual intuitions 
are as necessary as wings to birds. 

Mary was by nature of the class who 
never reason abstractly, whose intellec- 
1 


n. Her perceptions of the same sub- 
; were as different from Mrs. Mar- 
s as his who revels only in color from 
yho is busy with the dry details of mere 
ne. The one mind was arranged like 
ip, and the other like a picture. In 
he system which had been explain- 
o her, her mind selected points on 
th it seized with intense sympathy, 
-h it dwelt upon and expanded till 


and baptized child was supposed in some 
wise rescued from the curse of the fall, 
and related to the great redemption,— 
to be a member of Christ’s family, and, 
if ever so sinful, still infolded in some 
vague sphere of hope and _ protection. 
Augustine solaced the dread anxieties 
of trembling love by prayers offered for 
the dead, in times when the Church 
above and on earth presented itself to 
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all else fell away. The sublimity of dis- 
interested benevolence,—the harmony 
and order of a system tending in its final 
results to infinite happiness,—the good- 
ness of God,— the love of a self-sacrificing 
Redeemer,— were all so many glorious 
pictures, whic she revolved in her mind 
with small care for their logical rela- 
tions. 

Mrs. Marvyn had never, in all the 
course of their intimacy, opened her 
mouth to Mary on the subject of religion. 
Tt was not an uncommon incident of 
those times for persons of great elevation 
and purity of character to be familiarly 
known and spoken of as living under a 
cloud of religious gloom; and it was sim- 
ply regarded as one more mysterious in- 
stance of the workings of that infinite de- 
cree which denied to them the special 
illumination of the Spirit. 

When Mrs, Marvyn had drawn Mary 
with her into her room, she seemed like 
a person almost in frenzy. She shut and 
bolted the door, drew her to the foot of 
the bed, and, throwing her arms round 
her, rested her hot and throbbing fore- 
head on her shoulder. She pressed her 
thin hand over her eyes, and then, sud- 
denly drawing back, looked her in the 
face as one resolved to speak something 
long suppressed. Her soft brown eyes 
had a flash of despairing wildness in 
them, like that of a hunted animal turn- 
ing in its death-strugele on its pursuer. 

“Mary,” she said, “I can’t help it, — 
don’t mind what I say, but I must speak 
or die! Mary, I cannot, will not, be re- 
signed !—it is all hard, unjust, cruel !— 
to all eternity I will say so! To me 
there is no goodness, no justice, no mercy 
in anything! Life seems to me the most 
tremendous doom that can be inflicted 
on a helpless being! What had we done, 
that it should be sent upon us? Why 
were we made to love so, to hope so, — 
our hearts so full of feeling, and all the 
laws of Nature marching over us,— nev- 
er stopping for our agony? Why, we 
can suffer so in this life that we had 
better never have been born! 

“But, Mary, think what a moment life 
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is! think of those awful ages of eterni- 
ty! and then think of all God’s power 
and knowledge used on the lost to make 
them suffer! think that all but the mer- 
est fragment of mankind have gone into 
this, — are in it now! The number of 
the elect is so small we can scarce count 
them for anything! Think what noble 
minds, what warm, generous hearts, what 
splendid natures are wrecked and thrown 
away by thousands and tens of thousands! 
How we love each other! how our hearts 
weave into each other! how more than 
glad we should be to die for each other! 
And all this ends O God, how must 
it end ?— Mary! it isn’t my sorrow only! 
What right have I to mourn? Is my 
son any better than any other moth- 
er’s son? Thousands of thousands, whose 
mothers loved them as I love mine, 
are gone there !— Oh, my wedding-day ! 
Why did they rejoice? Brides should 
wear mourning,—the bells should toll 
for every wedding; every new family is 
built over this awful pit of despair, and 
only one in a thousand escapes!” 

Pale, aghast, horror-stricken, Mary 
stood dumb, as one who in the dark and 
storm sees by the sudden glare of light 
ning a chasm yawning under foot. It 
was amazement and dimness of anguish; 
—the dreadful words struck on the very 
centre where her soul rested. She felt 
as if the point of a wedge were being 
driven between her life and her life’s 
life, — between her and her God. She 
clasped her hands instinctively on her 
bosom, as if to hold there some cherished 
image, and said in a piercing voice of 
supplication, “ My God! my God! oh, 
where art Thou?” 

Mrs. Marvyn walked up and down the 
room with a vivid spot of red in each 
cheek and a baleful fire in her eyes, 
talking in rapid soliloquy, scarcely re- 
garding her listener, absorbed in her 
own enkindled thoughts. 

“ Dr. Hopkins says that this is all best, 
— better than it would have been in any 
other possible way, —that God chose it 
because it was for a greater final good,— 
that He not only chose it, but tock means 
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to make it ceriain,— that Me ordains ev- 
ery sin, and does all that is necessary to 
make it certain, —that He creates the 
vessels of wrath and fits them for destruc- 
tion, and that He has an infinite knowl- 
edge by which He can do it without vio- 
lating their free agency.—So much the 
worse! What a use of infinite knowl- 
edge! What if men should do so? What 
if a father should take means to make it 
certain that his poor little child should be 
an abandoned wretch, without violating 
his free agency? So much the worse, I 
say !— They say He does this so that He 
may show to all eternity, by their exam- 
ple, the evil nature of sin and its conse- 
quences! This is all that the greater part 
of the human race have been used for 
yet; and it is all right, because an over- 
plus of infinite happiness is yet to be 
wrought out by it!—It is not right! No 
possible amount of good to ever so 
many can make it right to deprave ev- 
er so few ;—happiness and misery can- 
not be measured so! J never can think 
it right, —never !— Yet they say our sal- 
vation depends on our loving God,— lov- 
ing Him better than ourselves,— loving 
Him better than our dearest friends.— It 
is impossible ! — it is contrary to the laws 
of my nature! I can never love God! I 
ean never praise Him!—TI am lost! lost! 
lost! And what is worse, I cannot re- 
deem my friends! Oh, I could suffer for- 
ever, — how willingly !—if I could save 
him !—But oh, eternity, eternity ! Fright- 
ful, unspeakable woe! No end!—no bot- 
tom !—no shore !— no hope! —O God! 
O God!” 

Mrs. Marvyn’s eyes grew wilder,—she 
walked the floor, wringing her hands,— 
and her words, mingled with shrieks and 
moans, becaine whirling and confused, 
as when in autumn a storm drives the 
leaves in dizzy mazes. 

Mary was alarmed,—the ecstasy of de- 
spair was just verging on insanity. She 
rushed out and called Mr. Marvyn. 

“ Oh! come in! do! quick !—I'm afraid 
her mind is going!” she said. 

“Tt is what I feared,” he said, rising 
from where he sat reading his great Bi- 
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ble, with an air of heartbroken dejec- 
tion. ‘Since she heard this news, she 
has not slept nor shed a tear. ‘The Lord 
hath covered us with a cloud in the day 
of his fierce anger.” 

He came into the room, and tried to 
take his wife into his arms. She pushed 
him violently back, her eyes glistening 
with a fierce light. ‘ Leave me alone!” 
she said, —“T am a lost spirit!” 

These words were uttered in a shriek 
that went through Mary’s heart like an 
arrow. 

At this moment, Candace, who had 
been anxiously listening at the door for 
an hour past, suddenly burst into the 
room, 

“Tor bress ye, Squire Marvyn, we 
won't hab her goin’ on dis yer way,” she 
said. “Do talk gospel to her, can’t ye? 
—ef you can’t, I will.” 

“Come, ye poor little lamb,” she said, 
walking straight up to Mrs. Marvyn, 
“come to ole Candace !”—and with that 
she gathered the pale form to her bosom, 
and sat down and began rocking her, as 
if she had been a babe. “ Toney, dar- 
lin’, ye a’n’t right,—dar’s a drefful mis- 
take somewhar,” she said. “ Why, de 
Lord a’n’t like what ye tink,— He loves 
ye, honey! Why, jes’ feel how J loves 
ye,— poor ole black Candace, —an’ I 
a’n’t better’n Him as made me! Who 
was it wore de crown o’ thorns, lamb ?— 
who was it sweat great drops o’ blood ?— 
who was it said, ‘ Father, forgive dem’? 
Say, honey !— wasn’t it de Lord dat made 
ye ?— Dar, dar, now ye’r’ cryin’! — ery 
away, and ease yer poor little heart! He 
died for Mass’r Jim,— loved him and 
died for him, —jes’ give up his sweet, 
precious body and soul for him on de 
cross! Laws, jes’ leave him in Jesus’ 
hands! Why, honey, dar’s de very print 
o’ de nails in his hands now!” 

The flood-gates were rent; and healing 
sobs and tears shook the frail form, as a 
faded lily shakes under the soft rains of 
summer. All in the room wept togeth- 
er. 

“Now, honey,” said Candace, after a 
pause of some minutes, “I knows our 
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Doctor’s a mighty good man, an’ larned, 
—an’ in fair weather I ha’n’t no ’bjection 
to yer hearin’ all about dese yer great an’ 
mighty tings he’s got to say. But, honey, 
dey won’t do for you now; sick folks 
mus’n’t hab strong meat; an’ times like 
dese, dar jest a’n’t but one ting to come to, 
an’ dat ar’s Jesus. Jes’ come right down 
to whar poor ole black Candace has to 
stay allers,—it’s a good place, darlin’! 
Look right at Jesus. Tell ye, honey, ye 
ean’t live no other way now. Don’t ye 
’member how He looked on His mother, 
when she stood faintin’ an’ tremblin’ un- 
der de cross, jes’ like you? He knows all 
about mothers’ hearts; He won’t break 
yours. It was jes’ ’cause Ie know’d we'd 
come into straits like dis yer, dat he went 
through all dese tings, — Him, de Lord 
0 Glory! Is dis Him you was a-talkin’ 
about ?— Him you can’t love? Look at 
Him, an’ see ef you can’t. Look an’ see 
what He is!—don’t ask no questions, 
and don’t go to no reasonin’s, — jes’ look 
at JZim, hangin’ dar, so sweet and pa- 
tient, on de cross! All dey could do 
couldn’t stop his lovin’ ’em; he prayed 
for ’em wid all de breath he had. Dar’s 
a God you can love, a’n’t dar? Can- 
dace loves Him,—poor, ole, foolish, black, 
wicked Candace,—and she knows He 
loves her,’—and here Candace broke 
down into torrents of weeping. 

They laid the mother, faint and weary, 
on her bed, and beneath the shadow of 
that suffering cross came down a healing 
sleep on those weary eyelids. 

“ Toney,” said Candace, mysteriously, 
after she had drawn Mary out of the 
room, “don’t ye go for to troublin’ yer 
mind wid dis yer. I’m clar Mass’r 
James is one o’ de ‘lect; and I’m clar 
dar’s consid’able more o’ de ‘lect dan 
people tink. Why, Jesus didn’t die for 
nothin’,— all dat love a’n’t gwine to be 
wasted. De ’lect is more’n you or I 
knows, honey! Dar’s de Spirit, — He'll 
give it to’em; and ef Mass’r James is 
called an’ took, depend upon it de Lord 
has got him ready,—course He has,—so 
don’t ye go to layin’ on yer poor heart 
what no mortal creetur can live under; 
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"cause, as we’s got to live in dis yer 
world, it’s quite clar de Lord must ha’ 
fixed it so we can; and ef tings was 
as some folks suppose, why, we couldn’t 
live, and dar wouldu’t be no sense in 
anyting dat goes on.” 

The sudden shock of these scenes was 
followed, in Mrs. Marvyn’s case, by a low, 
lingering fever. Her room was darkened, 
and she lay on her bed, a pale, suffering 
form, with scarcely the ability to raise her 
hand. The shimmering twilight of the 
sick-room fell on white napkins, spread 
over stands, where constantly appeared 
new vials, big and little, as the physician 
made his daily visit, and prescribed now 
this drug and now that, for a wound that 
had struck through the soul. 

Mary remained many days at the white 
house, because, to the invalid, no step, 
no voice, no hand was like hers. We 
see her there now, as she sits in the glim- 
mering by the bed-curtains,— her head a 
little drooped, as droops a snowdrop over 
a grave ;—one ray of light from a round 
hole in the closed shutters falls on her 
smooth-parted hair, her small hands are 
clasped on her knees, her mouth has lines 
of sad compression, and in her eyes are 
infinite questionings. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 


Wuen Mrs. Marvyn began to amend, 
Mary returned to the home cottage, and 
resumed the details of her industrious 
and quiet life. 

Between her and her two best friends 
had fallen a curtain of silence. The 
subject that filled all her thoughts could 
not be named between them. The Doc- 
tor often looked at her pale cheeks and 
drooping form with a face of honest sor- 
row, and heaved deep sighs as she pass- 
ed; but he did not find any power within 
himself by which he could approach her. 
When he would speak, and she turned 
her sad, patient eyes so gently on him, 
the words went back again to his heart, 
and there, taking a second thought, 
spread upward wing in prayer. 
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Mrs. Scudder sometimes came to her 
room after she was gone to bed, and 
found her weeping; and when gently 
she urged her to sleep, she would wipe 
her eyes so patiently and turn her head 
with such obedient sweetness, that her 
mother’s heart utterly failed her. For 
hours Mary sat in her room with James’s 
last letter spread out before her. How 
anxiously had she studied every word 
and phrase in it, weighing them to see 
if the hope of eternal lite were in them! 
How she dwelt on those last promises ! 
Had he kept them? Ah! to die without 
one word more! Would no angel tell 
her ?— would not the loving God, who 
knew all, just whisper one word? He 
must have read the little Bible! What 
had he thought? What did he feel in 
that awful hour when he felt himself 
drifting on to that fearful eternity? Per- 
haps he had been regenerated,— perhaps 
there had been a sudden change ;— who 
knows ?—she had read of such things; 
— perhaps Ah, in that perhaps lies 
a world of anguish! Love will not hear 
of it. Love dies for certainty. Against 
an uncertainty who can brace the soul ? 
We put all our forces of faith and 
prayer against it, and it goes down just 
as a buoy sinks in the water, and the 
next moment it is up again. The soul 
fatigues itself with efforts which come 
and go in waves; and when with labo- 
rious care she has adjusted all things in 
the light of hope, back flows the tide, 
and sweeps all away. In such strug- 
gles life spends itself fast; an inward 
wound does not carry one deathward 
more surely than this worst wound of 
the soul. God has made us so mercifully 
that there is no certainly, however dread- 
ful, to which life-forees do not in time 
adjust themselves, — but to uncertainty 
there is no possible adjustment. Where 
is he? Oh, question of questions !— 
question which we suppress, but which 
a power of infinite force still urges on 
the soul, who feels a part of herself torn 
away. 

Mary sat at her window in evening 
hours, and watched the slanting sun- 
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beams through the green blades of grass, 
and thought one year ago he stood there, 
with his well-knit, manly form, his bright 
eye, his buoyant hope, his victorious mas- 
tery of lifé! And where was he now? 
Was his heart as sick, longing for her, as 
hers for hin? Was he looking back to 
earth and its joys with pangs of unutter- 
able regret ? or had a divine power in- 
terpenetrated his soul, and lighted there 
the flame of a celestial love which bore 
him far above earth? If he were among 
the lost, in what age of eternity could 
she ever be blessed? Could Christ be 
happy, if those who were one with Him 
were sinful and accursed? and could 
Christ's own loved ones be happy, when 
those with whom they have exchanged 
being, in whom they live and feel, are 
as wandering stars, for whom is reserved 
the mist of darkness forever? She had 
been taught that the agonies of the lost 
would be forever in sight of the saints, 
without abating in the least their eter- 
nal joys; nay, that they would find in 
it increasing motives to praise and ado- 
ration. Could it be so? Would the 
last act of the great Bridegroom of the 
Church be to strike from the heart of his 
purified Bride those yearnings of self-de- 
voting love which His whole example had 
taught her, and in which she reflected, as 
mm a glass, His own nature? If not, is 
there not some provision by which those 
roots of deathless love which Christ’s 
betrothed ones strike into other hearts 
shall have a divine, redeeming power ? 
Question vital as life-blood to ten thou- 
sand hearts, — fathers, mothers, wives, 
husbands,— to all who feel the infi- 
nite sacredness of love ! 

After the first interview with Mrs. 
Marvyn, the subject which had so agi- 
tated them was not renewed. She had 
risen at last from her sick-bed, as thin 
and shadowy as a faded moon after 
sunrise. Candace often shook her head 
mournfully, as her eyes followed her 
about her daily tasks. Once only, with 
Mary, she alluded to the conversation 
which had passed between them ;— it 
was one day when they were together, 
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spinning, in the north upper room that 
looked out upon the sea. It was a glo- 
rious day. <A ship was coming in un- 
der full sail, with white gleaming wings. 
Mrs. Marvyn watched it a few mo- 
ments, — the gay creature, so full of ex- 
ultant life, — and then smothered down 
an inward groan, and Mary thought she 
heard her saying, * Thy will be done!” 

“ Mary,” she said, gently, “ I hope you 
will forget all I said to you that dreadful 
day. It had to be said, or I should haye 
died. Mary, I begin to think that it is 
not best to stretch our minds with reason- 
ings where we are so limited, where we 
can know so little. 1 am quite sure there 
must be dreadful mistakes somewhere. 

“Tt seems to me irreverent and shock- 
ing that a child should oppose a father, 
or a creature its Creator. I never 
should have done it, only that, where 
direct questions are presented to the 
judgment, one cannot help judging. If 
one is required to praise a being as just 
and good, one must judge of his’ ac- 
tions by some standard of right,—and 
we have no standard but such as our 
Creator has placed in us. I have been 
told it was my duty to attend to these 
subjects, and I have tried to,—and the 
result has been that the facts presented 
seem wholly irreconcilable with any no- 
tions of justice or merey that T am able 
to form. If these be the facts, I can only 
say that my nature is made entirely op- 
posed to them. If I followed the stand- 
ard of right they present, and acted ac- 
cording to my small mortal powers on 
the same principles, I should be a very 
bad person. Any father, who should make 
such use of power over his children as 
they say the Deity does with regard to 
us, would’ be looked upon as a monster 
by our very imperfect moral sense. Yet 
I cannot say that the facts are not so. 
When [ heard the Doctor's sermons on 
‘Sin a Necessary Means of the Greatest 
Good,’ I could not extricate myself from 
the reasoning. 

“Thave thought, in desperate moments, 
of giving up the Bible itself But what 
do I gain? Do I not see the same 
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difficulty in Nature ? I see everywhere 
a Being whose main ends seem to be 
beneficent, but whose good purposes are 
worked out at terrible expense of suf- 
fering, and apparently by the total sacri- 
fice of myriads of sensitive creatures. I 
see unflinching order, general good-will, 
but no sympathy, no mercy. Storms, 
earthquakes, volcanoes, sickness, death, 
go on without regarding us. Everywhere 
T see the most hopeless, unrelieved suffer- 
ing,—and for aught I see, it may be eter- 
nal. Immortality is a dreadful chance, 
and I would rather never have been.— 
The Doctor's dreadful system is, IT con- 
fess, much like the laws of Nature, — 
about what one might reason out from 
them. 

“ There is but just one thing remaining, 
and that is, as Candace said, the cross of 
Christ. If God so loved us,—if He died 
for us,—greater love hath no man than 
this. Jt seems to me that love is shown 
here im the two highest forms possible 
to our comprehension. We see a Be- 
ing who gives himself for us, —and more 
than that, harder than that, a Being 
who consents to the suffering of a dearer 
than self. Mary, I feel that I must love 
more, to give up one of my children to 
suffer, than to consent to suffer myself. 
There is a world of comfort to me in 
the words, ‘IIe that spared not his own 
Son, but delivered him up for us all, 
how shall he not with him also freely 
give us all things?’ These words speak 
to my heart. I can interpret them by 
my own nature, and I rest on them. If 
there is a fathomless mystery of sin and 
sorrow, there is a deeper mystery of 
God’s love. So, Mary, I try Candace’s 
way,—I look at Christ, —T pray to Him. 
If he that hath seen Him hath seen the 
Father, it is enough. I rest there,—I 
wait. What I know not now I shall 
know hereafter.” 

Mary kept all things and pondered 
them in her heart. She could speak to 
no one,—not to her mother, nor to her 
spiritual guide; for had she not passed to 
a region beyond theirs? As well might 
those on the hither side of snortality in- 
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struct the souls gone beyond the veil as 
souls outside a great aflliction euide those 
who are strugeling in it. That is a migh- 
ty baptism, and only Christ can go down 
with us into those waters. 

Mrs. Scudder and the Doctor only 
marked that she was more than ever 
conscientious in every duty, and that she 
brought to life’s daily realities something 
of the calmness and disengagedness of 
one whose soul has been wrenched by a 
mighty shock from all moorings here be- 
low. Hopes did not excite, fears did 
not alarm her; life had no force strong 
enough to awaken a thrill within; and 
the only subjects on which she ever spoke 
with any degree of ardor were religions 
subjects. 

One who should have seen moving 
about the daily ministrations of the cot- 
tage a pale girl, whose steps were firm, 
whose eye was calm, whose hands were 
ever busy, would scarce imagine that 
through that silent heart were passing 
tides of thought that measured a uni- 
verse ; but it was even so. Through that 
one gap of sorrow flowed in the whole 
awful mystery of existence, and silently, 
as she spun and sewed, she thought over 
and over again all that she had ever 
been taught, and compared and revolved 
it by the light of a dawning inward rey- 
elation. 

Sorrow is the great birth-agony of 
immortal powers,—sorrow is the great 
searcher and revealer of hearts, the great 
test of truth; for Plato has wisely said, 
sorrow will not endure sophisms,— all 
shams and unrealities melt in the fire 
of that awful furnace. Sorrow reveals 
forces in ourselves we never dreamed of. 
The soul, a bound and sleeping prisoner, 
hears her knock on her cell-door, and 
wakens. Oh, how narrow the walls! oh, 
how close and dark the grated window! 
how the long useless wings beat against 
the impassable barriers! Where are we ? 
What ts this prison? What is beyond ? 
Oh for more air, more light! When will 
the door be opened? The soul seems to 
itself to widen and deepen; it trembles 
at its own dreadful forces; it gathers up 
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in waves that break with wailing only to 
flow back into the everlasting void. The 
calmest and most centred natures are 
sometimes thrown by the shock of a 
great sorrow into a tumultuous amaze- 
ment. All things are changed. The 
earth no longer seems solid, the skies 
no longer secure; a deep abyss seems 
underlying every joyous scene of life. 
The soul, struck with this awful inspira- 
tion, is a mournful Cassandra; she sees 
blood on every threshold, and shudders 
in the midst of mirth and festival with 
the weight of a terrible wisdom. 

Who shall dare be glad any more, that 
has once seen the frail foundations on 
which love and joy are built? Our 
brighter hours, have they only been 
weaving a network of agonizing remem- 
brances for this day of bereavement? 
The heart is pierced with every past 
joy, with every hope of its ignorant 
prosperity. Behind every scale in mu- 
sic, the gayest and cheeriest, the grand- 
est, the most triumphant, lies its dark 
relative minor; the notes are the same, 
but the change of a semitone changes 
all to gloom ;— all our gayest hours are 
tumes that have a modulation into these 
dreary keys ever possible; at any mo- 
ment the key-note may be struck. 

The firmest, best-prepared natures are 
often beside themselves with astonish- 
ment and dismay, when they are called 
to this dread initiation. They thought 
it a very happy world before,—a glorious 
universe. Now it is darkened with the 
shadow of insoluble mysteries. Why 
this everlasting tramp of inevitable laws 
on quivering life? If the wheels must 
roll, why must the crushed be so living 
and sensitive ? 

And yet sorrow is godlike, sorrow is 
grand and great, sorrow is wise and far- 
seeing. Our own instinctive valuations, 
the intense sympathy which we give to 
the tragedy which God has inwoven into 
the laws of Nature, show us that it is 
with no slavish dread, no cowardly shrink- 
ing, that we should approach her divine 
mysteries. What are the natures that 
cannot suffer? Who values them? 
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From the fat oyster, over which the 
silver tide rises and falls without one 
pulse upon its fleshy ear, to the hero 
who stands with quivering nerve part- 
ing with wife and child and home for 
country and God, all the way up is an 
ascending scale, marked by inereasing 
power to suffer; and when we look to 
the Head of all being, up through prin- 
cipalities and powers and princedoms, 
with dazzling orders and celestial bla- 
zoury, to behold by what emblem the In- 
finite Sovereign chooses to reveal him- 
self, we behold, in the midst of the 
throne, “a lamb as it had been slain.” 

Sorrow is divine. Sorrow is reigning 
on the throne of the universe, and the 
crown of all crowns has been one of 
thorns. There have been many books 
that treat of the mystery of sorrow, but 
only one that bids us glory in tribulation, 
and count it all joy when we fall into 
divers afflictions, that so we may be as- 
sociated with that great fellowship of suf 
fering of which the Incarnate God is the 
head, and through which He is carrying 
a redemptive conflict to a glorious vic- 
tory over evil. If we suffer with Him, 
we shall also reign with Him. 

Even in the very making up of our 
physical nature, God puts suggestions of 
such a result. “ Weeping may endure for 
a night, but joy cometh in the morning.” 
There are victorious powers in our nature 
which are all the while working for us in 
our deepest pain. It is said, that, after 
the sufferings of the rack, there ensues 
a period in which the simple repose from 
torture produces a beatific trance ; it is 
the reaction of Nature, asserting the be- 
nignant intentions of her Creator. So, 
after great mental conflicts and agonies 
must come a reaction, and the Divine 
Spirit, co-working with our spirit, seizes 
the favorable moment, and, interpene- 
trating natural laws with a celestial vi- 
tality, carries up the soul to joys be- 
yond the ordinary possibilities of mor- 
tality. 

Tt is said that gardeners, sometimes, 
when they would bring a rose to richer 
flowering, deprive it, for a season, of light 
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and moisture. Silent and dark it stands, 
dropping one fading leaf after another, 
and seeming to go down patiently to 
death. But when every leaf is dropped, 
and the plant stands stripped to the ut- 
termost, a new life is even then working 
in the buds, from which shall spring a ten- 
der foliage and a brighter wealth of flow- 
ers. So, often in celestial gardening, 
every leaf of earthly joy must drop, be- 
fore a new and divine bloom visits the 
soul. 

Gradually, as months passed away, the 
floods grew still; the mighty rushes of the 
inner tides ceased to dash. There came 
first a delicious calmness, and then a ce- 
lestial inner clearness, in which the soul 
seemed to lie quiet as an untroubled 
ocean, reflecting heaven. Then came 
the fulness of mysterious communion giv- 
en to the pure in heart,—that advent of 
the Comforter in the soul, teaching all 
things and bringing all things to remem- 
brance; and Mary moved in a world 
transfigured by a celestial radiance. Her 
face, so long mournfully calm, like some 
chiselled statue of Patience, now wore a 
radiance, as when one places a light be- 
hind some alabaster screen sculptured 
with mysterious and holy emblems, and 
words of strange sweetness broke from 
her, as if one should hear snatches of 
music from a door suddenly opened in 
heaven. Something wise and strong and 
sacred gaye an involuntary impression 
of awe in her looks and words ;—it was 
not the childlike loveliness of early days, 
looking with dovelike, ignorant eyes on 
sin and sorrow ; but the victorious sweet- 
ness of that great multitude who have 
come out of great tribulation, having 
washed their robes and made them white 
in the blood of the Lamb. In her eyes 
there was that nameless depth that one 
sees with awe in the Sistine Madonna,— 
eyes that have measured infinite sorrow 
and looked through it to an infinite peace. 

“ My dear Madam,” said the Doctor to 
Mrs. Seudder, “J cannot but think that 
there must be some uncommonly gracious 
exercises passing in the mind of your 
daughter; for I obserye, that, though she 
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is not inclined to conyersation, she seems 
to be much in prayer; and I have, of 
late, felt the sense of a Divine Presence 
with her in a most unusual degree. Tas 
she opened her mind to you ?” 

“ Mary was always a silent girl,” said 
Mrs. Scudder, “and not given to speak- 
ing of her own feelings; indeed, until 
she gave you an account of her spiritual 
state, on joining the church, I never knew 
what her exercises were. Hers is a most 
singular case. I never knew the time 
when she did not seem to love God more 
than anything else. It has disturbed me 
sometimes,— because I did not know but 
it might be mere natural sensibility, in- 
stead of gracious affection.” 

“Do not disturb yourself, Madam,” 
said the Doctor. ‘ The Spirit worketh 
when, where, and how He will; and, un- 
doubtedly, there have been cases where 
His operations commence exceedingly 
early. Mr. Edwards relates ‘a case of a 
young person who experienced a marked 
conversion when three years of age; and 
Jeremiah was called from the womb. (Jer- 
emiah,i. 5.) In all cases we must test the 
quality of the evidence without relation 
to the time of its commencement. I do 
not generally lay much stress on our im- 
pressions, which are often uncertain and 
delusive ; yet I have had an impression 
that the Lord would be pleased to make 
some singular manifestations of His grace 
through this young person. In the econ- 
omy of grace there is neither male nor fe- 
male; and Peter says (Acts, ii. 17) that 
the Spirit of the Lord shall be poured 
out and your sons and your daughters 
shall prophesy. Yet if we consider that 
the Son of God, as to his human nature, 
was made of a woman, it leads us to see 
that in matters of grace God sets a special 
value on woman’s nature and designs to 
put special honor upon it. Accordingly, 
there have been in the Church, in all ages, 
holy women who have received the Spirit 
and been called to a ministration in the 
things of God,—such as Deborah, Hul- 
dah, and Anna, the prophetess. In our 
own days, most uncommon manifestations 
of divine grace have been given to holy 
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women. It was my privilege to be in the 
family of President Edwards at a time 
when Northampton was specially visited, 
and his wife seemed and spoke more like 
a glorified spirit than a mortal woman,— 
and multitudes flocked to the house to 
hear her wonderful words. She seemed 
to have such a sense of the Divine love 
as was almost beyond the powers of na- 
ture to endure. Just to speak the words, 
‘Our Father who art in heaven,’ would 
overcome her with such a manifestation 
that she would become cold and almost 
faint; and though she uttered much, yet 
she told us that the divinest things she 
saw could not be spoken. These things 
could not be fanaticism, for she was a 
person of a singular evenness of nature, 
and of great skill and discretion in tem- 
poral matters, and of an exceeding hu- 
mility, sweetness, and quietness of’ dispo- 
sition.” 

“T have observed of late,” said Mrs. 
Scudder, “that, in our praying circles, 
Mary seemed much carried out of her- 
self, and often as if she would speak, and 
with difficulty holding herself back. I 
have not urged her, because I thought it 
best to wait till she should feel full lib- 
erty.” 

“Therein you do rightly, Madam,” 
said the Doctor; “but I am persuaded 
you will hear from her yet.” 

Tt came at length, the hour of utter- 
ance. And one day, in a praying circle 
of the women of the church, all were 
startled by the clear silver tones of one 
who sat among them and spoke with the 
unconscious simplicity of an angel child, 
ealling God her Father, and speaking of 
an ineffable union in Christ, binding all 
things together in one, and making all 
complete in Him. She spoke of a love 
passing knowledge,— passing all love of 
lovers or of mothers,—a love forever 
spending, yet never spent,—a love ever 
pierced and bleeding, yet ever constant 
and triumphant, rejoicing with infinite 
joy to bear in its own body the sins and 
sorrows of a universe, — conquering, vic- 
torious love, rejoicing to endure, panting 
to give, and offering its whole self with 
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an infinite joyfulness for our salvation. 
And when, kneeling, she poured out her 
soul in prayer, her words seemed so 
many winged angels, musical with un- 
earthly harpings of an untold blessed- 
ness. They who heard her had the sen- 
sation of rising in the air, of feeling a 
celestial light and warmth descending 
into their souls; and when, rising, she 
stood silent and with downcast drooping 
eyelids, there were tears in all eyes, 
and a hush in all movements as she 
passed, as if something celestial were 
passing out. 

Miss Prissy came rushing homeward, 
to hold a private congratulatory talk 
with the Doctor and Mrs. Scudder, while 
Mary was tranquilly setting the tea-table 
and cutting bread for supper. 

“To see her now, certainly,” said Miss 
Prissy, “moving round so thoughtful, not 
forgetting anything, and doing every- 
thing so calm, you wouldn’t ‘a’ thought 
it could be her that spoke those blessed 
words and made that prayer! Well, 
certainly, that prayer seemed to take us 
all right up and put us down in heaven ! 
and when I opened my eyes, and saw the 
roses and asparagus-bushes on the man- 
teltree-piece, I had to ask myself, ‘ Where 
have I been?’ Oh, Miss Scudder, her 
afflictions have been sanctified to her !— 
and really, when I see her going on so, 
I feel she can’t be long for us. They say, 
dying grace is for dying hours; and I’m 
sure this seems more like dying grace 
than anything that I ever yet saw.” 

“ She is a precious gift,” said the Doc- 
tor; “let us thank the Lord for his grace 
through her. She has evidently had a 
manifestation of the Beloved, and feedeth 
among the lilies (Canticles, vi. 3); and 
we will not question the Lord’s further 
dispensations concerning her.” 

“ Certainly,” said Miss Prissy, briskly, 
“it’s never best to borrow trouble; ‘ sufli- 
cient unto the day’ is enough, to be sure. 
—And now, Miss Scudder, I thought I'd 
just take a look at that dove-colored silk of 
yours to-night, to see what would have to 
be done with it, because I must make every 
minute tell; and you know I lose half a 


The Minister's Wooing. 


[ September, 


day every week for the prayer-meeting. 
Though I ought not to say I lose it, ci- 
ther ; for I was telling Miss General Wil- 
cox I wouldn’t give up that meeting for 
bags and bags of gold. She wanted me 
to come and sew for her one Wednes- 
day, and says I, ‘Miss Wilcox, I’m poor 
and have to live by my work, but I a’n’t 
so poor but what I have some comforts, 
and I can’t give up my prayer-necting 
for any money,—for you see, if one gets 
a little lift there, it makes all the work go 
lighter, — but then I have to be particular 
to save up every scrap and end of time.” 

Mrs. Scudder and Miss Prissy crossed 
the kitchen and entered the bedroom, 
and soon had the dove-colored silk under 
consideration. 

“ Well, Miss Scudder,” said Miss Pris- 
sy, after mature investigation, “ here’s a 
broad hem, not cut at all on the edge, as I 
see, and that might be turned down, and 
so cut off the worn spot up by the waist, 
—and then, if it is turned, it will look 
every bit and grain as well as a new silk; 
—Tl sit right down now and go to rip- 
ping. I put my ripping-knife into my 
pocket when I put on this dress to go 
to prayer-meeting, because, says I to my- 
self, there’ll be something to do at Miss 
Scudder’s to-night. You just get an iron 
to the fire, and we'll have it all ripped and 
pressed out before dark.” 

Miss Prissy seated herself at the open 
window, as cheery as a fresh apple-blos- 
som, and began busily plying her knife, 
looking at the garment she was ripping 
with an astute air, as if she were about to 
circumvent it into being a new dress 
by some surprising act of legerdemain. 
Mrs. Scudder walked to the looking-glass 
and began changing her bonnet cap tor a 
tea-table one. 

Miss Prissy, after a while, commenced 
in a mysterious tone. 

“ Miss Scudder, I know folks like me 
shouldn't have their eyes open too wide, 
but then I can’t help noticing some things. 
Did you see the Doctor’s face when we 
was talking to him about Mary? Why, 
he colored all up and the tears came into 
his eyes. It’s my belief that that blessed 
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man worships the ground she treads on. 
I don’t mean worships, either, —’cause 
that would be wicked, and he’s too good a 
man to make a graven image of anything, 
— but it’s clear to see that there a’n’t any- 
body in the world like Mary to him. I 
always did think so; but I used to think 
Mary was such a little poppet—that she’d 
do better for Well, you know, I 
thought about some younger man ;— but, 
laws, now I see how she rises up to be 
ahead of everybody, and is so kind of 
solemn-like. I can’t but see the leadings 
of Providence. What a minister’s wife 
she’d be, Miss Scudder !— why, all the 
ladies coming out of prayer-meeting were 
speaking of it. You see, they want the 
Doctor to get married ;—it seems more 
comfortable-like to have ministers mar- 
ried ; one feels more free to open their 
exercises of mind; and as Miss Deacon 
Twitchel said to me, —‘ If the Lord had 
made a woman 0’ purpose, as he did for 
Adam, he wouldn’t have made her a bit 
different from Mary Scudder.” Why, the 
oldest of us would follow her lead,—’causo 
she goes before us without knowing it.” 

“T feel that the Lord has greatly blessed 
me in such a child,” said Mrs. Scudder, 
“and I feel disposed to wait the leadings 
of Providence.” 

“ Just exactly,” said Miss Prissy, giving 
ashake to her silk ; “and as Miss Twitchel 
said, in this case every providence seems 
to pint. I felt dreadfully for her along 
six months back; but now I see how 
she’s been brought out, I begin to see that 
things are for the best, perhaps, after all. 
I can’t help feeling that Jim Marvyn is 
gone to heaven, poor fellow! His father is 
a deacon,—and such a good man !—and 
Jim, though he did make a great laugh 
wherever he went, and sometimes laughed 
where he hadn’t ought to, was a noble- 
hearted fellow. Now, to be sure, as the 
Doctor says, ‘amiable instincts a’n’t true 
holiness’; but then they are better than 
unamiable ones, like Simeon Brown’s. 
I do think, if that man is a Christian, he 
is a dreadful ugly one; he snapped me 
short up about my change, when he set- 
tled with me last Tuesday ; and if I hadn’t 
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felt that it was a sinful rising, I should 
have told him I’d never put foot in his 
house again; I'm glad, for my part, he’s 
gone out of our church. Now Jim Mar- 
vyn was like a prince to poor people; 
and I remember once his mother told him 
to settle with me, and he gave me ’most 
double, and wouldn’t let me make change. 
‘Confound it all, Miss Prissy, says he, 
“T wouldn’t stitch as you do from morn- 
ing to night for double that money.’ 
Now I know we can’t do anything to 
recommend ourselves to the Lord, but 
then I can’t help feeling some sorts of 
folks must be by nature more pleasing 
to Him than others. David was a man 
after God’s own heart, and he was a gen- 
erous, whole-souled fellow, like Jim Mar- 
vyn, though he did get carried away by 
his spirits sometimes and do wrong things ; 
and so I hope the Lord saw fit to make 
Jim one of the elect. We don’t ever 
know what God’s grace has done for 
folks. I think a great many are con- 
verted when we know nothing about it, 
as Miss Twitchel told poor old Miss Tyr- 
el, who was mourning about her son, a 
dreadful wild boy, who was killed falling 
from mast-head; she says, that from the 
mast-head to the deck was time enough 
for divine grace to do the work.” 

“TI have always had a trembling hope 
for poor James,” said Mrs. Scudder, — 
“not on account of any of his good deeds 
or amiable traits, because election is with- 
out foresight of any good works,— but I 
felt he was a child of the covenant, at 
least by the father’s side, and I hope the 
Lord has heard his prayer. These are 
dark providences; the world is full of 
them; and all we can do is to have faith 
that the Lord will bring infinite good out 
of finite evil, and make everything bet- 
ter than if the evil had not happened. 
That’s what our good Doctor is always 
repeating ; and we must try to rejoice, 
in view of the happiness of the universe, 
without considering whether we or our 
friends are to be included in it or not.” 

“Well, dear me!” said Miss Prissy, “ I 
hope, if that is necessary, it will please 
the Lord to give it to me; for I don’t seem 
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to find any powers in me to get up to it. 
But all’s for the best, at any rate,—and 
that’s a comfort.” 

Just at this moment Mary’s clear voice 
at the door announced that tea was on 
the table. 

“Coming, this very minute,” said Miss 
Prissy, bustling up and pulling off her 
spectacles. Then, running across the 
room, she shut the door mysteriously, and 
turned to Mrs. Seudder with the air of an 
impending secret. Miss Prissy was sub- 
ject to sudden impulses of confidence, in 
which she was so very cautious that not 
the thickest oak-plank door seemed se- 
cure enough, and her voice dropped to 
its lowest key. The most important and 
critical words were entirely omitted, or 
supplied by a knowing wink and a slight 
stamp of the foot. 

In this mood she now approached Mrs. 
Seudder, and, holding up her hand on 
the door-side to prevent consequences, if, 
after all, she should be betrayed into a 
loud word, she said, “I thought I’d just 
say, Miss Scudder, that, in case Mary 
should the Doctor,—in case, you 
know, there should be a in the house, 
you must just contrive it so as to give me 
a month’s notice, so that I could give you 
a whole fortnight to fix her up as sucha 
good man’s ought tobe. Now Iknow 
how spiritually-minded our blessed Doc- 
tor is; but, bless you, Ma’am, he’s got 
eyes. I tell you, Miss Scudder, these 
men, the best of ’em, feel what’s what, 
though they don’t know much. I saw the 
Doctor look at Mary that night I dressed 
her for the wedding-party. I tell you 
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he’d like to have his wife look pretty well, 
and he'll get up some blessed text or 
other about it, just as he did that night 
about being brought unto the king in 
raiment of needle-work. That is an en- 
couraging thought to us sewing-women. 

“But this thing was spoken of after 
the meeting. Miss Twwitchel and Miss 
Jones were talking about it; and they all 
say that there would be the best setting- 
out got for her that was ever seen in 
Newport, if it should happen. Why, 
there’s reason in it. She ought to have 
at least two real good India silks that will 
stand alone,—and you'll see she'll have 
’em, too; you let me alone for that; and 
I was thinking, as I lay awake last night, 
of a new way of making up, that you will 
say is just the sweetest thatever you did 
see. And Miss Jones was saying that she 
hoped there wouldn't anything happen 
without her knowing it, because her hus- 
band’s sister in Philadelphia has sent her 
a new receipt for cake, and she has tried 
it and it came out beautifully, and she 
says she’ll send some in.” 

All the time that this stream was flowing, 
Mrs. Seudder stood with the properly re- 
served air of a discreet matron, who leaves 
all such matters to Providence, and is not 
supposed unduly to anticipate the future ; 
and, in reply, she warmly pressed Miss 
Prissy’s hand, and remarked, that no one 
could tell what a day might bring forth, 
—and other general observations on the 
uncertainty of mortal prospects, which 
form a becoming shield when people do 
not wish to say more exactly what they 
are thinking of: 


[To be continued.] 
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“Tue Mourner lies in the solemn room 
Where his Dead hath lately lain ; 
And in the drear, oppressive gloom, 
Death-pallid with the dying moon, 
There pass before his brain, 
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In blended visions manifold, 
The present and the days of old. 


Fair falls the snow on her grave to-day, 
Shrouding her sleep sublime ; 
But he sees in the sunny far-away 
None among maidens so fair and gay 
As she in her sweet spring-time : 
Where the song and the sport and the revel be, 
None among maidens so fair as she. 


He marks where the perfect crescent dips 
Above the heaven of her eyes, 
Her beamy hair in soft eclipse, 
The red enchantment of her lips, 
And all the grace that lies 
Dreaming in her neck’s pure curve, 
With its regal lift and its swanlike swerve. 


In pictures which are forever joys, 
She cometh to him once more : 

Once, with her dainty foot a-poise, 

She drives the bird with a merry noise 
From her lifted battledoor, 

And tosses back, with impatient air, 

The ruffled glory of her hair ;— 


Then gayly draping a painted doll, 
To please an eager child ; 
Or pacing athwart a stately hall; 
Or kneeling at dewy evenfall, 
When clouds are crimson-piled, 
And all the hushed and scented air 
Is tremulous with the voice of prayer ;— 


Or standing mute and rapture-bound 
The while her sisters sing ; 

From voice and lute there floats around 

A golden confluence of sound, 
Spreading in fairy ring; 

And with a beautiful grace and glow 

Her head sways to the music’s flow. 


One night of nights in lustrous June, 
She walks with him alone ; 
Through silver glidings of the moon 

The runnels purl a dreamy tune; 
His arm is round her thrown: 

But looks and sounds far lovelier 

Thrill on his trancéd soul from her. 
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And then that rounded bliss, increased 
To one consummate hour ! 
The marriage-robe, the stoléd priest, 
The kisses when the rite hath ceased, 
And with her heart’s rich dower 
She standeth by his shielding side, 
His wedded wife and his own bright bride! 


And then the sacred influence 

That flushed her flower to prime ! 
Through Love’s divine omnipotence 
She ripened to a mother once, 

But once, and for all time: 
No higher heaven on him smiled 
Than that young mother and her child. 


Then all the pleasant household scenes 
Through all the latter years! 
No murky shadow intervenes, — 
Her gentle aspect only leans 
Through the soft mist of tears ; 
Her sweet, warm smile, her welkin glance,— 
There is no speech nor utterance. 


O angel form, O darling face, 

Slow fading from the shore ! 
O brave, true heart, whose warmest place 
Was his alone by Love’s sweet grace, 

Still, still, forevermore ! 
And now he lonely lieth, broken-hearted ; 
For all the grace and glory have departed. 


Snow-cold in sculptured calm she lies, 
Apparelled saintly white ; 

On her sealed lips no sweet replies, 

And the blue splendor of her eyes 
Gone down in dreamless night ; 

All empery of Death expressed 

In that inexorable rest! 


Now leave this fair and holy Thing 
Alone with God’s dear grace ! 
Her grave is but the entering 
Beneath the shadow of His wing, 
Her trusty hiding-place, 
Till, in the grand, sweet Dawn, at last, 
This tyranny be overpast. 
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A TRIP TO CUBA. 


CAN GRANDE’S DEPARTURE.— THE DO- 
MINICA.—LOTTERY-TICKETS. 


I HAVE not told you how Can Grande 
took leave of the Isle of Rogues, as one 
of our party christened the fair Queen 
of the Antilles. I could not tell you how 
he loathed the goings on at Havana, how 
hateful he found the Spaniards, and how 
villanous the American hotel-keepers. 
His superlatives of censure were in such 
constant employment that they began to 
have a threadbare sound before he left 
us; and as he has it in prospective to run 
the gantlet of all the inn-keepers on 
the continent of Europe, to say nothing 
of farther lands, where inn-keepers would 
be a relief, there is no knowing what ex- 
haustion his powers in this sort may un- 
dergo before he reaches us again. He 
may break down into weak, compliant 
good-nature, and never be able to abuse 
anybody again, as long as he lives. In 
that case, his past life and his future, 
taken together, will make a very respect- 
able average. But the climate really did 
not suit him, the company did not satisfy 
him, and there came a moment when he 
said, “I can bear it no longer!” and we 
answered, “ Go in peace!” 


Tt naw hanamac ma ta cnaal af Gnhrina 


Now she has made a curious bargain with 
her boatmen, by which they are to con- 
vey the whole party to the steamer on 
the fourth day. 

“What did you tell them?” we ask- 
ed. 

“T said, tres noches (three nights) and 
un dia, (one day,) and then took out my 
watch and showed them five o'clock on 
it, and pointed to the boat and to myself. 
They understood, perfectly.” 

And so, in truth, they did; for, going 
to the wharf on the day and at the hour 
appointed, we found the boatmen in wait- 
ing, with eager faces. But here a new 
difficulty presented itself;—the runner 
of our hotel, a rascal German, whose 
Cuban life has sharpened his wits and 
blunted his conscience, insisted that the 
hiring of boats for the lodgers was one of 
his (many) perquisites, and that before 
his sovereign prerogative all other agree- 
ments were null and void. —N. B. There 
was always something experimentative 
about this man’s wickedness. He felt 
that he did not know how far men might 
be gulled, or the point where they would 
be likely to resist. This was a fault of 
youth. With increasing years and ex- 
perience he will become bolder and more 
eleilfnl 


and hide fair we shanld sav 
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season, but the interval of a_ breath. 
Dusk, too, were our thoughts, at parting 
from Can Grande, the mighty, the vehe- 
ment, the great fighter. How were we 
to miss his deep music, here and at home ! 
With his assistance we had made a very 
respectable band; now we were to be 
only a wandering drum and fife, —the 
fife particularly shrill, and the dram par- 
Well, we went below, 
and examined the little den where Can 
Grande was to pass the other seven days 
of his tropical voyaging. The berths were 
arranged the wrong way,— across, not 
along, the vessel, — and we foresaw that 
his head would go up and his feet down, 
and vice versa, with every movement of 
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the steamer, and our weak brains reeled 
at the bare thought of what he was to 
suffer. He, good soul, meanwhile, was 
thinking of his supper, and wondering if 
he could get tea, coffee, and chocolate, a 
toasted roll, and the touch of cold ham 
which an invalid loves. And we beheld, 
and they were bringing up the side of 
the vessel trays of delicious pastry, and 
festoons of fowls, with more literal butch- 
er’s meat. And we said, “ There will be 
no famine on board. Make the most of 
your supper, Can Grande ; for it will be 
the last of earth to you, for some time 
to come.” And now came silence, and 
tears, and last embraces; we slipped 
down the gangway into our little craft, 
and, looking up, saw, bending above us, 
between the slouched hat and the sil- 
ver beard, the eyes that we can never 
forget, that seemed to drop back in the 
darkness with the solemnity of a last fare- 
well. We went home, and the drum 
hung himself gloomily on his peg, and 
the little fife shut up for the remainder 
of the evening. 

Has Mr. Dana described the Dominica, 
I wonder? Well, if he has, I cannot help 
it. Ile never can have eaten so many 
ices there as T have, nor passed so many 
patient hours amid the screeching, chat- 
tering, and devouring, which make it 
most like a cage of strange birds, or the 
monkey department in the Jardin des 
Plantes— Mem. I always observed that 
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the monkeys just mentioned seemed far 
more mirthful than their brethren in the 
London Zodlogical Gardens. They form 
themselves, so to speak, on a livelier mod- 
el, and feel themselves more at home 
with their hosts. 

But the Dominica. You know, prob- 
ably, that it is the great café of Havana. 
All the day long it is full of people of all 
nations, sipping ices, chocolate, and so on ; 
and all night long, also, up to the to me 
very questionable hour when its patrons 
go home and its garcons go to bed. We 
often found it a welcome refuge at noon, 
when the douche of sunlight on one’s cer- 
viz bewilders the faculties, and confuses 
one’s principles of gravitation, toleration, 
ete., ete. You enter from the Tophet of 
the street, and the intolerable glare is at 
once softened to a sort of golden shadow. 
The floor is of stone; in the midst trick- 
les a tiny fountain with golden network ; 
all other available space is crowded with 
marble tables, square or round; and 
they, in turn, are scarcely visible for the 
swarm of black-coats that gather round 
them. The smoke of innumerable cigars 
gives a Rembrandtic tinge to the depths 
of the picture, and the rows and groups 
of nodding Panama hats are like very 
dull flower-beds. In the company, of 
course, the Spanish-Cuban element large- 
ly predominates; yet here and there the 
sharper English breaks upon the ear. 

“Yes, I went to that plantation ; but 
they have only one thousand boxes of su- 
gar, and we want three thousand for our 
operation.” 

A Yankee, you say. Yes, certainly; 
and turning, you see the tall, strong Phil- 
adelphian from our hotel, who calls for 
everything by its right name, and always 
says, “ Mas! mas!” when the waiter helps 
him to ice. Some one near us is speak- 
ing a fuller English, with a richer “7” 
and deeper intonation. See there! that 
is our own jolly captain, Brownless of 
ours, the King of the “Karnak”; and 
going up to the British lion, we shake 
the noble beast heartily by the paw. 

The people about us are imbibing a 
variety of cooling liquids. Our turn 
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comes at last. The garcon who says, 
“TI speke Aingliss,” brings us each a de- 
licious orange granizada, a sort of half 
frozen water-ice, familiar to Italy, but 
unknown in America. It is ice in the 
first enthusiasm of freezing,— condensed, 
not hardened. Promoting its liquefac- 
tion with the spoon, you enjoy it through 
the mediation of a straw. The unskil- 
ful make strange noises and gurglings 
through this tenuis avena; but to those 
who have not forgotten the accomplish- 
ment of suction, as acquired at an early 
period of existence, the modus in quo is 
easy and agreeable. 

You will hardly weary of watching the 
groups that come and go and sit and talk 
in this dreamy place. If you are a lady, 
every black eye directs its full, tiresome 
stare at your face, no matter how plain 
that face may be. But you have learned 
before this to consider those eyes as so 
many black dots, so many marks of won- 
der with no sentence attached; and so 
you coolly pursue your philosophizing in 
your corner, strong in the support of a 
companion, who, though deeply humani- 
tarian and peaceful, would not hesitate 
to punch any number of Spanish heads 
that should be necessary for the mainte- 
nance of your comfort and his dignity. 

The scene is occasionally varied by the 
appearance of a beggar-woman, got up in 
great decency, and with a wonderful air 
of pinched and faded gentility. She wears 
an old shawl upon her head, but it is as 
nicely folded as an aristocratic mantilla; 
her feet are cased in the linen slippers 
worn by the poorer classes, but there 
are no unsavory rags and dirt about her. 
“That good walk of yours, friend,” I 
thonght, “does not look like starvation.” 
Yet, if ever there were a moment when 
one’s heart should soften towards an im- 
posing fellow-creature, it is when one is 
in the midst of the orange granizada. 
The beggar circles slowly and mourn- 
fully round all the marble tables in turn, 
holding out her hand to each, as the 
plate is offered at a church collection. 
She is not importunate; but, looking in 
each one’s face, seems to divine whether 
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he will give or no. A Yankee, sitting 
with a Spaniard, offers her his cigar. 
The Spaniard gravely pushes the cigar 
away, and gives her a medio. 

More pertinacious is the seller of lot- 
tery-tickets, male or female, who has 
more at stake, and must run the risk 
of your displeasure for the chance of 
your custom. Even in your bed you 
are hardly safe from the ticket-vender. 
You stand at your window, and he, 
waiting in the street, perceives you, and 
with nods, winks, and showing of his 
wares endeavors to establish a commu- 
nication with you. Or you stop and 
wait somewhere in your rolante, and in 
the twinkling of an eye the wreteh is at 
your side to bear you company till you 
drive off again. At the Dominica he is 
especially persevering, and stands and 
waits with as much zeal as if he knew 
the saintly line of Milton. Like the beg- 
gar, however, he is discriminative in the 
choice of his victims, and persecutes the 
stony Yankee less than the oily Span- 
iard, whose inbred superstitions force him 
to believe in luck. 

Very strange stories do they tell about 
the trade in lottery-tickets,— strange, at 
least, to us, who consider them the folly 
of follies. Here, as in Italy, the lotteries 
are under the care of the State, and their 
administration is as careful and impor- 
tant as that of any other branch of fi- 
nance. They are a regular and even 
reputable mode of The 
wealthy commercial houses all own tick- 
ets, sometimes keeping the same number 
for years, but more frequently changing 
after each unsuccessful experiment. A 
French gentleman in Havana assured 
me that his tickets had already cost him 
seven thousand dollars. ‘ And now,” 
said he, “I cannot withdraw, for I can- 
not lose what I have already paid. The 
number has not been up once in eight 
years; its turn must come soon. If I 
were to sell my ticket, some one would 
be sure to draw the great prize with it 
the week after.” This, perhaps, is not 
very unlike the calculations of business 
risks most in vogue in our great cities. 
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A single ticket costs an ounce (seven- 
teen dollars); but you are constantly 
offered fractions, to an eighth or a six- 
teenth. There are ticket-brokers who 
accommodate the poorer classes with in- 
terests to the amount of ten cents, and 
so on. Thus, for them, the lottery re- 
places the savings-bank, with entire un- 
certainty of any return, and the demor- 
alizing process of expectation thrown 
into the bargain. The negroes invest a 
good deal of money in this way, and we 
heard in Matanzas a curious anecdote 
on this head. A number of negroes, 
putting their means together, had com- 
missioned a ticket-broker to purchase 
and hold for them a certain ticket. Af 
ter long waiting and paying up, news 
came to Matanzas that the ticket had 
drawn the $100,000 prize. The owners 
of the negroes were in despair at this 
intelligence. “ Now my cook will buy 
himself,” says one; “ my calesero will be 
free,” says another; and so on. The poor 
slaves ran, of course, in great agitation, 
to get their money. But, lo! the office 
was shut up. The rascal broker had ab- 
sconded. He had never run the risk of 
purchasing the ticket ; but had coolly ap- 
propriated this and similar investments 
to his own use, preferring the bird in 
the hand to the whole aviary of possi- 
bilities. He was never heard of more; 
but should he ever turn up anywhere, I 
commend him as the fittest subject for 
Lynch-law on record. 

Well, as I have told you, all these 
golden chances wait for you at the Do- 
minica, and many Americans buy, and 
look very foolish when they acknowledge 
it. The Nassauese all bought largely 
during their short stay; and even their 
little children held up with exultation 
their fragments of tickets, all good for 
something, and bad for something, too. 

If you visit the Dominica in the even- 
ing, you find the same crowd, only with 
a sprinkling of women, oftenest of your 
own country, in audacious bonnets, and 
with voices and laughter which bring the 
black eyes upon them for a time. If 
it be Sunday evening, you will see here 
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and there groups of ladies in full ball- 
dress, fresh from the Paseo, the volante 
waiting for them outside. All is then at 
its gayest and busiest; but your favorite 
waiter, with disappointment in his eyes, 
will tell you that there is “no mas” of 
your favorite granizada, and will per- 
suade you to take, I know not what nau- 
seous substitute in its place; for all ices 
are not good at the Dominica, and some 
are (excuse the word) nasty. People 
sit and sip, prolonging their pleasures 
with dilatory spoon and indefatigable 
tongue. Group follows group; but the 
Spaniards are what I should call heavy 
sitters, and tarry long over their ice or 
chocolate. The waiter invariably brings 
to eyery table a chafing-dish with a burn- 
ing coal, which will light a cigar long 
after its outer glow has subsided into 
ashy white. Some humans retain this 
kindling power ;—vide Ninon and the 
ancient Goethe ;— it is the heart of fire, 
not the flame of beauty, that does it. 
When one goes home, tired, at ten or 
eleven, the company shows no sign of 
thinning, nor does one imagine how the 
ground is ever cleared, so as to allow an 
interval of sleep between the last ice at 
night and the first coffee in the morning. 
It is the universal siesta which makes 
the Cubans so bright and fresh in the 
evening. With all this, their habits are 
sober, and the evening refreshment al- 
ways light. No suppers are eaten here; 
and it is even held dangerous to take 
fruit as late as eight o’clock, p. M. 

The Dominica has still another aspect 
to you, when you go there in the char- 
acter of a citizen and head of family to 
order West India sweetmeats for home- 
consumption. You utter the magic word 
dulees, and are shown with respect into 
the establishment across the way, where 
a neat steam-engine is in full operation, 
tended by blacks and whites, stripped 
above the waist, and with no superfluous 
clothing below it. Tere they grind the 
chocolate, and make the famous pre- 
serves, of which a list is shown you, with 
prices affixed. As you will probably 
lose some minutes in perplexily as to 
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which are best for you to order, let me 
tell you that the guava jelly and mar- 
malade are first among them, and there 
is no second. You may throw in a little 
piné-apple, mamey, lime, and cocoa-plum ; 
but the guava is the thing, and, in case 
of a long run on the tea-table, will give 
the most effectual support. The limes 
used to be famous in our youth; but in 
these days they make them hard and 
tough. The marmalade of bitter oranges 
is one of the most useful of Southern pre- 
serves; but I do not remember it on the 
list of the Dominica. Having given your 
order, let me further advise you to re- 
main, if practicable, and see it fulfilled; 
as you will find, otherwise, divers trifling 
discrepancies between the bill and the 
goods as delivered, which, though of 
course purely accidental, will all be, 
somehow, to the Dominica’s advantage, 
and not to yours. If you are in moder- 
ate circumstances, order eight or ten 
dollars’ worth ; if affluent, twenty or thir- 
ty dollars’ worth; if rash and extrava- 
gant, you may rise even to sixty dollars ; 
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but you will find in such an outlay food 
for repentance. One word in your ear: 
do not buy the syrups, for they are made 
with very bad sugar, and have no savor 
of the fruits they represent. 

And this is all I can tell about the 
Dominica, which I recommend to all of 
you for refreshment and amusement. 
We have nothing like it in New York 
or Boston,—our salons of the same de- 
scription having in them much more to 
eat and much less to see. As I look 
back upon it, the place assumes a deeply 
Moorish aspect. I see the fountain, the 
golden light, the dark faces, and intense 
black eyes, a little softened by the com- 
forting distance. Oh! to sit there for one 
hour, and help the gargon’s bad English, 
and be pestered by the beggar, and tor- 
mented by the ticket-vender, and support 
the battery of the wondering looks, which 
make it sin for you, a woman, to be abroad 
by day! Is there any purgatory which 
does not grow lovely as you remember 
it? Would not a man be hanged twice, 
if he could ? 


[To be continued.] 


ZELMA’S VOW. 


[Continued from the July Number.] 


PART SECOND. 
HOW If WAS KEPT. 


Ir was late when Zelma Burleigh re- 
turned to the Grange. As she stole soft- 
ly into the hall, she startled an Italian 
greyhound, which was lying asleep on a 
mat near the door. As he sprang up, 
the little silver bells on his collar tin- 
Kled out his master’s secret ;— Sir Harry 
Willerton was still in the drawing-room 
with Bessie. 

As Zelma passed up to her cham- 
ber, she said to herself bitterly,—“ Thus 
openly and fearlessly can the rich and 


well-born woo and be wooed, while such 
as we must steal away to happiness as to 
erime, and plight our vows under the 
chill and shadow of night!” But the next 
moment she felt that there was about 
her love a piquant sense of peril and 
lawlessness, a wild flavor infinitely more 
to her taste than would be any prudent, 
commendable affection grown in draw- 
ing-rooms, nourished by conventionalism, 
and propped by social fitness; and re- 
membering the manly beauty and _bril- 
liant parts of her lover, she felt that she 
would not exchange him for the proudest 
noble of the realm. 
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After a time Bessie came stealing up 
from the drawing-room, and lay down 
by her cousin’s side, softly, for fear of 
waking her; and all night long Bessie’s 
seeret curled about her smiling mouth, 
and quivered through the lids of her shut 
eyes, and overran her red lips in mur- 
murs of happy dreams; but Zelma’s se- 
eret burned like slow fire in her deepest 
heart. Bessie dreamed of merry games 
and quiet rambles and country fétes with 
the gay Sir Harry; but Zelma, when at 
last she slept, dreamed of wandering with 
her adventurous lover from province to 
province,—then of playing Juliet to his 
Romeo before a vast metropolitan audi- 
ence. 

Days went on, and Bessie’s pure, trans- 
parent nature, a lily-bud of sweetest 
womanhood, seemed unconsciously re- 
vealing itself, leaf by leaf, to all the 
world, and blooming out its beautiful in- 
nermost life; but Zelma’s secret. still 
smouldered in her shut heart, never by 
any chance flaming up to her lips in 
words. Her mouth assumed a look of 
rigid resolution, almost of desperation ; 
and her eyes shone with a hard, dia- 
mond-like brilliancy, fitful, but never soft 
or tearful. Her manner grew more and 
more moody and constrained, till even 
her matter-of-fact uncle and aunt, good 
easy souls, and her absorbed cousin, be- 
came curious and anxious. The little 
elfish black pony was in more frequent 
request than ever; for his mistress now 
went out at any hour that suited her 
whim, in any weather, chose the loneliest 
by-ways, and rode furiously. Often, at 
evening, she ascended a dark gorge of 
the western hills and plunged down on 
the other side, as though in hot pursuit 
of the setting sun; and at length there 
came a report from the gossiping post- 
mistress of a little village over there, that 
she came for letters, which she duly re- 
ceived, addressed in a dashing, manly 
hand. ‘This story, coming to the ears of 
Roger Burleigh, quickened his dull sus- 
picions that “something was wrong with 
that poor girl”; and just as he was get- 
ting positive and peremptory, and Bessie 
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perplexed and alarmed, Zelma disap- 
peared! 

For several days there were anxious 
inquiries and vain searches in every di- 
rection,—storming, weeping, and sleep- 
lessness in the Squire’s usually happy 
household; and then came a letter, whose 
Scottish post-mark revealed much of the 
mystery. It was from Zelma, telling that 
she had left the Grange forever, and be- 
come the wife of “Mr. Bury, the stroll- 
ing player”; and saying that she had 
taken this step of her own free will, 
knowing it to be a fatal, unpardonable 
sin against caste, and that it would set a 
great gulf between her anid her respect- 
able relatives. Yet, she asked, had not 
a gulf of feeling, as deep and wide, ever 
separated their hearts from the gypsy’s 
daughter? and was it not better and 
more honest to break the weak social 
ties of protection and dependence which 
had stretched like wild vines across the 
chasm to hide it from the world? She 
then bade them all an abrupt and final 
farewell. Tt was a letter brief, cold, and 
curt, almost to insolence; but beneath 
her new name, which was dashed off 
with somewhat of a dramatic flourish, 
there appeared hurriedly scrawled in 
pencil a woman's postscript, containing 
the real soul of the letter, a passionate 
burst of feeling, a bitter ery of long- 
repressed, sorrowful tenderness. Tt im- 
plored forgiveness for any pain she might 
ever have given them, for any disgrace 
she might ever bring upon them,— it 
thanked and blessed them for past kind- 
ness, and humbly prayed for them the 
choicest gifts and the most loving pro- 
tection of Heaven. This postscript was 
signed “ Zelle,’—the orphan’s childish 
and pet name at the Grange, which she 
now put off with the peace and purity 
of maidenhood and domestic life. 

When it was known how Zelma Bur- 
leigh had fled, and with whom, the neigh- 
boring gentry were duly shocked and 
scandalized. The village gossips de- 
clared that they had always foreseen 
some such fate for “that strange girl,” 
and sagely prophesied that the master 
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of Willerton Hall would abandon all 
thought of an alliance with a family 
whose escutcheon had suffered so_ se- 
verely. But they counted on the baro- 
net, not on the man,—and so, for once, 
were mistaken. 

As for honest Roger Burleigh, he was 
beside himself with amazement and in- 
dignation at the folly and ingratitude 
of his niece and the measureless pre- 
sumption of “that infernal puppy of a 
play-actor,” as he denominated Zelma’s 
clever husband. 

As he was one day talking over the 
sad affair with his friend Sir Harry, 
who best succeeded in soothing him 
down, he inveighed against all actors 
and actresses in the strongest terms of 
aversion and contempt, giving free ex- 
pression to the violent provincial preju- 
dice of his time against players of all de- 
grees. 

“ But, my dear Sir,” interrupted the 
young Baronet, “ your niece has not be- 
come an actress,—only the wife of a 
promising actor.” 

“ No, — but she will be one yet. She’s 
stage-struck now, more than anything 
else ; and mark my words,—that villain 
will have her on the boards before the 
year’s end, and live by her ranting. Why, 
you see, Sir Harry, strolling is in the 
blood, and must out, I suppose. The 
girl, as you may have heard, is half gyp- 
sy. My brother, Captain Burleigh, was 
a sad scamp, and actually married a 
Spanish Zincala! He was drunk at the 
time, we have the consolation to be- 
lieve, or he could never have so far be- 
lied his good old English blood, dissipat- 
ed dog as he was. To be sure, she saved 
his life once, and really was a beautiful, 
devoted creature, by all accounts; and 
if Zelma had done no worse than she,— 
run away with any poor devil, provided 
only he were a gentleman, —or if she 
had gone off vagabondizing with one of 
her mother’s people, it would not have 
been so infamous an affair as it is; she 
might still have been accounted an hon- 
est woman ;— but, my God, Sir Harry, 
a strolling player!” 
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Mrs. Burleigh was but a dutiful echo 
of her husband’s prejudices, and gave up 
her hapless niece as lost beyond redemp- 
tion; but Bessie, though she grieved 
more than either, suffered from no sense 
of humiliation, and allowed no virtuous 
anger, no injurious doubts, to enter her 
blessed little heart. Yet she missed her 
lost companion, her strone friend, and, 
still vine-like in her instincts, turned 
wholly to the new support, — to one who 
submitted himself gladly to the sweet in- 
thralment, and felt all the grander for 
the luscious weight and tendril-like clasp. 
And so Love came to pretty Bessie’s 
heart “with healing in his wings.” 


Unspeakable was the dismay of Mr. 
Bury at finding that a very modest 
amount of personal property was all that 
his runaway wife could hope to receive 
from her relatives, — that she was utterly 
portionless, her father having more than 
exhausted the patrimony of a younger 
son. He had supposed, from Zelma’s ap- 
parently honorable position in the house- 
hold of her uncle, that she was, if not 
an heiress, at least respectably dowered. 
Had he been better informed, it is doubt- 
ful whether, improvident and enamored 
as he was, he would have ruralized and 
practicalized Romeo in the lane of Bur- 
leigh Grange. Zeclma herself, too un- 
worldly to suspect that self-interest had 
anything to do with her conquesi, never 
alluded to her lack of dowry till it was 
too late. Then both manly shame and 
manly passion (for the actor loved her 
in his way, which was by no means her 
way, or the way of any large, loyal na- 
ture) restrained all unbecoming expres- 
sion of chagrin and disappointment, — 
which yet sunk into his heart, and pre- 
pared the not uncongenial soil for a good- 
ly crop of suspicion, jealousy, alienation, 
aversion, and all manner of domestic in- 
felicities. 

We cannot follow Zelma step by step, 
in her precarious and wandering life, for 
the six months succeeding her marriage. 
It was a life not altogether distasteful to 
her. She was not enough of a fine lady 


330 


to be dismayed or humiliated by its straits 
and shifts of poverty, by its isolation and 
ostracism; while there was something in 
its alternations of want and profusion, in 
its piquant contrasts of real and mimic 
life, in its excitement, action, and change, 
which had a peculiar charm for her wild 
and restless spirit. But from many of 
the associations of the stage, from near- 
ly all actors and actresses, and from all 
green-room loungers, she instinctively re- 
coiled, and held herself haughtily aloof 
from the motley little world behind the 
scenes,— apparently by no effort, but as 
sphered apart by the atmosphere of re- 
finement and superiority which envelop- 
ed her. Yet she almost constantly ac- 
companied her husband to rehearsal and 
play, where, for a time, her presence was 
grateful both to the pride and a more 
amiable passion of her mercurial lord. 
But the sight of that shy, shadowy figure 
haunting the wings, of those keen, crit- 
ical eyes ever following the business of 
the stage, at last erew irksome to him, 
and he would fain have persuaded her 
to remain quietly at their lodgings, whilst 
he was attending to his professional du- 
ties. But no, she wonld go with him,— 
not for pleasure, or even alfection, but, as 
she always avowed, for artistic purposes. 
That she had cherished, ever since her 
marriage, the plan of adopting her hus- 
band’s profession, she had never concealed 
from him. He usually laughed, in his gay, 
supercilious way, when she spoke of this 
purpose, or lightly patted her grand head 
and declared her to be a wilful, unprac- 
tical enthusiast,—too much a child of 
Nature to attempt an art of any kind,— 
born to dive and be poetry, not to declaim 
it—to inspire genius, not to embody it, 
—a Muse, not a Sibyl. 

Once, when she was more than usually 
earnest in pleading for her plan,— not 
merely on the strength of her own deep, 
prophetic conviction of her fitness for a 
dramatic career, but on the ground of an 
urgent and bitter necessity for exertion 
on her part, to ward off actual destitution 
and suffering,—he exclaimed, somewhat 
inypatiently,—*“ Why, Zelma, it is an im- 
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possibility, almost an absurdity, you urge! 
You could never make an actress. You 
are too hopelessly natural, erratic, and 
impulsive. You would follow no teaching 
implicitly, but, when you saw fit, would 
trample on conventionalities and vener- 
able stage-traditions. You would set up 
the standard of revolt against the ancient 
canons of Art, and flout it in the faces 
of the critics, and —fail,—ay, fail, in 
spite of your great, staring eyes, the 
tragic weight of your brows, and the 
fiery swell of your nostril.” 

“T should certainly tread my own ways 
on the boards, as elsewhere,” replied Zel- 
ma, quietly,—‘ move and act from the 
central force, the instinct and inspiration 
of Nature,— letting the passion of my part 
work itself out in its own gestures, pos- 
tures, looks, and tones,—falling short of, 
or going beyond, mere stage-traditions. 
With all due deference for authorities, 
this would be my art, as it has been the 
art of all truly great actors. I shall cer- 
tainly not adopt my husband's profession 
without his consent—but I shall never 
cease importuning him for that consent.” 

Lawrence “laughed a laugh of merry 
scorn,” and left her to her solitary studies 
and the patient nursing of her purpose. 

It was finally, for Zelma’s sake, through 
the unsolicited influence of Sir Harry 
Willerton, that “Mr. Lawrence Bury, 
Tragedian,” attained to a high point in 
a provincial actor's ambition,—a London 
engagement. 

After a disheartening period of waiting 
and idleness, during which he and his 
wife made actual face-to-face acquaint- 
ance with want, and both came near 
playing their parts in the high-tragedy 
of starvation in a garret, he made his 
first appearance before the audience of 
Covent Garden, in the part of Mercutio. 
He was young, shapely, handsome, and 
clever,— full of flash and dash, and, above 
all, new. He had chosen well his part,— 
Mercutio,—that graceful frolic of fancy, 
which less requires sustained intellectual 
power than the exaltation of animal spir- 
its,— that brief sunburst of life, that bril- 
liant bubble of character, which reflects, 
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for a moment, a world of beauty and 
sparkle, and dies in a flash of wit, yet 
leaves on the mind a want, a tender re- 
gret, which follow one through all the 
storm and woe of the tragedy. 

So it was little wonder, perhaps, that 
he achieved a decided success, though 
incomparably greater artists had failed 
where he triumphed, and that, in spite of 
the doubtful looks and faint praise of the 
critics, he became at once a public favor- 
ite, —the fashion, the rage. Ladies of 
the highest on condescended to admire 
and applaud, and hailed as a benefactor 
the creator of a new sensation. 

Very soon the young actor’s aspiring 
soul rose above all secondary parts, drop- 
ped Mercutio and Horatio for Romeo and 
Hamlet, and had not the sense to see 
that he was getting utterly out of his ele- 
ment, dashing with silken sails into the 
tempest of tragedy, soaring on Icarian 
wings over its profoundest deeps and in- 
to the height and heat of its intensest 
passion. : 

Yet with the young, the unthinking, 
the eager, the curious, it was then as it 
is now and ever shall be,— confidence 
easily passed for genius, and presump- 
tion for power. Tributes of admiration 
and envy poured in upon him,— anony- 
mous missives, tender and daring, odor- 
ous with the atmosphere of luxurious bou- 
doirs, and coarse scrawls, scented with 
orange-peel and lamp-smoke, and seem- 
ing to hiss with the sibilant whisper of 
green-room spite; and the young actor, 
valuing alike the sentiments, kindly or 
malign, which ministered to his egoism, 
intoxicated with the first foamy draught 
of fame, grew careless, freakish, and ar- 
rogant, as all suddenly adopted pets of 
the public are likely to do. 

At length Mr. Bury played before 
Royalty, and Royalty was heard to say 
to Nobility in attendance,—“ What !— 
Who is he? Where did he come from ? 
How old is he? Not quite equal to Gar- 
rick yet, but clever,—eh, my Lord?” 

This gracious royal criticism, being du- 
ly reported and printed, removed the last 
let to aristocratic favor ; fast young bloods 
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of the highest nobility did not scorn to 
shake off their perfumes and air their 
profane vocabulary in the green-room, 
offering snuff and the incense of flattery 
together to the Tamerlane, the Romeo, 
or the Lord Hamlet of the night. 

Happily, with the actor’s fame rose his 
salary; and as both rose, the actor and 
his wife descended from their lofty attie- 
room — into whose one window the stars 
looked with, it seemed to Zelma, a start- 
ling nearness—to respectable lodgings 
on the second floor. 

Tt was during this first London season 
that the manager of Covent Garden, him- 
self an actor, remarked the rare capa- 
bilities of Zelma’s face, voice, and figure 
for the stage, and in a matter-of-fact 
business way spoke of them to her hus- 
band. The leading actor looked an- 
noyed, and sought to change the subject 
of conversation ; but as the wife’s dreamy 
eyes flashed with sudden splendor, re- 
vealing the true dramatic fire, the man- 
ager returned upon him with his artistic 
convictions and practical arguments, and 
at length wrung from him most reluc- 
tant consent that Zelma, after the neces- 
sary study, should make a trial of her 
powers. 

_ Though well over the first summer- 
warmth of his romantic passion, Law- 
rence Bury had not yet grown so utterly 
cold toward his beautiful wife that he 
could see that trial approach without 
some slight sympathetic dread; but his 
miserable egoism forbade him to wish her 
success ; in his secret heart he even hop- 
ed that an utter, irretrievable failure 
would wither at once and forever her 
pretty artistic aspirations. 

Zelma chose for her début the part of 
Zara in “The Mourning Bride,”—not out 
of any love for the character, which was 
too stormy, vicious, and revengeful to en- 
gage her sympathies,— but because it was 
rapid, vehement, sharply defined, and, if 
realized at all, she said, would put her, 
by its very fierceness and wickedness, too 
far out of herself for failure,—sweep her 
through the play like a whirlwind, and 
give her no time to droop. It had for her 
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heart, moreover, a peculiar charm of as- 
sociation, as her first play,—as that in 
which she had first beheld the hero of 
her dreams, “the god of her idolatry,” 
before whom she yet bowed, but as with 
eyes cast down or veiled, not in rever- 
ence, but from a chill, unavowed fear of 
beholding the very common clay of which 
he was fashioned. 

The awful night of the début arrived, 
as doomsday will come at last; and af 
ter having been elaborately arrayed for 
her part by a gossiping tire-woman, who 
would chatter incessantly, relating, for 
the encouragement of the débutante, tale 
after tale of stage-fright, swoons, and fail- 
ure,—after having been plumed, pow- 
dered, and most reluctantly rouged, the 
rose of nineteen summers having sud- 
denly paled on her cheek, Zelma was 
silently conducted from her dressing- 
room by her husband, who, as Osmyn, 
took his stand with her, the guards, and 
attendants at the left wing, awaiting the 
summons to the presence of King Man- 
uel. As they were listening to the last 
tender bleating of Almeria, the same 
pretty actress whom Zelma had seen as 
Zara at Arden, and the gruff responses 
of her sire, an eager hinpee ran through 
the group;—the King and Queen had 
entered the royal box! This was quite 
unexpected, and Zelma was aghast. In- 
voluntarily, she stretched out her hand 
and grasped that of her husband ;—as 
she did so, the rattle of the chains on her 
wrist betrayed her. The attendants look- 
ed round and smiled ;— Lawrence frown- 
ed and turned away, with a boy’s pettish- 
ness. He had been more than usually 
moody that day; but Zelma had believy- 
ed him troubled for her sake, and even 
now interpreted his unkindness as ner- 
yous anxiety. 

The next moment, everything, even he, 
was forgotten; for she stood, she hard- 
ly knew how, upon the stage, receiving 
and mechanically acknowledging a great 
burst of generous British applause. 

Tt was a greeting less complaisant and 
patronizing than is usually given to débu- 
tantes. Zelma’s youthful charms, height- 
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ened by her sumptuous dress, took her 
audience by surprise, and, while voice 
and action delayed, made for her friends 
and favor, and bribed judgment with 
beauty. 

King Manuel receives his captives with 
a courteous speech,—only a few lines; 
but, during their reading, through what 
a lifetime of fear, of pain, of unimag- 
inable horrors passed Zelma!  Stage- 
fright, that waking nightmare of d¢bu- 
tantes, clutched her at once, petrifying, 
while it tortured her. The house seemed 
to surge around her, the stage to rock 
under her feet. She fancied she heard 
low, elfish laughter behind the scenes, 
and already the hiss of the critics seemed 
to sing in her reeling brain. A thousand 
eyes pierced her through and through,— 
seemed to see how the frightened blood 
had shrunk away from its mask of rouge 
and hidden in her heart,— how that poor 
childish heart fluttered and palpitated,— 
how near the hot tears were to the glazed 
eyeballs, — how fast the black, obliterat- 
ing shadows were creeping over the rec- 
ords of memory,—how the first instinct 
of fear, a blind impulse to flight, was 
maddening her. 

She raised her eyes to the royal box, 
where sat a stout, middle-aged man, with 
a dull, good-humored face, a star and 
ribbon on his breast, and by his side a 
woman, ample and motherly, with an 
ugly tuft of feathers on her head, and a 
diamond tiara, which lit up her heavy 
Dutch features like a torch. The King, 
the Queen ! 

Just at this moment, his Majesty was 
in gracious converse with a lady on his 
sight, a foreign princess, of an ancient, 
unpronounceable title —a thin, colorless 
head and form, overloaded with imme- 
morial family-jewels, —a mere frame of 
a woman, to hang brilliants upon. She 
was one shine and shiver of diamonds, 
from head to foot ;—she palpitated light, 
like a glow-worm. Her Majesty, mean- 
while, was regaling herself from a jew- 
elled snuff-box, and talking affably over 
her shoulder to her favorite mistress of 
the robes, the fearful Schwellenberg. 
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But Zelma, looking through the trans- 
figuring atmosphere of loyalty, beheld the 
royal group encompassed by all the ideal 
splendor and sacredness of majesty ;— 
over their very commonplace heads tow- 
ered the airy crowns of a hundred regal 
ancestors, piled round on round, and 
glimmering away into the clouds. 

Ere she turned her fascinated eyes 
away from the august sight, her cue was 
given. She started, and struggled to 
speak, but her lips clung together. There 
was a dull roar and whirl in her brain, 
as of a vortex of waters. In piteous ap- 
pealing she looked into the face of her 
husband, and caught on his lips a strange, 
faint smile of mingled pity and exultation. 
It stung her like a lash! Instantly she 
was herself, or rather Zara, a captive, 
but every inch a queen, and delivered 
herself calmly and proudly, though with 
a little tremble of her past agitation in 
her voice,—a thrill of womanly feeling, 
which felt its way at once to the hearts 
of her audience. 

The first act, however, afforded her 
so little scope for acting, that she left 
the stage unassured of her own success. 
There was doubt before and behind the 
curtain. The critics had given no cer- 
tain sign, —the general applause might 
have been merely an involuntary tribute 
to youth and beauty. Actors and ac- 
tresses hung back,—even the friendly 
manager was guarded in his congratula- 
tions. But in the second act the débu- 
tante put an end to this dubious state of 
things,—at least, so far as her audience 
was concerned, “ The Captive Queen” 

. took captive all, save that stern row of 
critics, —the indomitable, the incorrupt- 
ible. Their awful judgment still hung 
suspended over her head. ; 

In a scene with Osmyn Zelma first 
revealed her tragic power. In her fitful 
tenderness, in the passionate reproaches 
which she stormed upon him, in her en- 
treaties and imprecations, she was the 
poet’s ideal, and more. She dashed into 
the erude and sketchy character bold 
strokes of Nature and illuminative cleams 
of genius, all her own. 
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Mr. Bury, as Osmyn, was cold and un- 
sympathetic, avoided the eye of Zara, 
and was even more tender than was 
“set down in the book” to Almeria. 

“ How well he acts his part!” said to 
herself the generous Zelma. 

* How anxiety for his wife dashes his 
spirit !” said the charitable audience. 

At the close of this act the manager 
grasped Zelma’s hand, and spoke of her 
success as certain. She thanked 
with an absent air, and gazed about her 
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wistfully. Surely her husband should have 
been the first to give her joy. But he 
did not come forward. She shrank away 
to her dressing-room, and waited for him 
vainly till she knew he was on the stage, 
where she next met him in the great 
prison-scene. 

In this scene, some bitterness of feel- 
ing—the first sharp pangs of jealousy — 
gave, unconsciously to herself, a terrible 
vitality and reality to her acting. She 
filled the stage with the electrical at- 
mosphere of her genius. Waxen Alme- 
ria, who was to have gone out as she en- 
tered, received a shock of it, and stood 
for a moment transfixed. Even Osmyn 
kindled out of his stony coldness, and 
gazed with awe and irrepressible admira- 
tion at this new revelation of that strange, 
profound creature he had called “ wile.” 
She, so late a shy woodland nymph, steal- 
ing to his embrace,—now an angered 
goddess, blazing before him, calling down 
upon him the lightnings of Olympus, with 
all the world to see him shrink and shriv- 
el into nothingness! And all this power 
and passion, overtopping his utmost reach 
of art, outsoaring his wildest aspirations, 
he had wooed, fondled, and protected ! 
At first he was overwhelmed with amaze- 
ment; he could hardly have been more 
so, had a volcano broken out through his 
hearth-stone ; but soon, under the fierce 
storm of Zara’s taunts and reproaches, a 
sullen rage took possession of him. He 
could not separate the actress from the 
wife,—and the wife seemed in open, dis- 
loyal revolt. Every burst of applause 
from the audience was an insult to him; 
and he felt a mad desire to oppose, to 
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defy them all, to assert a master’s right 

over that frenzied woman, to grasp her 

by the arm and drag her from the stage 
before their eyes! 

This scene closes with a memorable 
speech : — 

“Vile and ingrate! too late thou shalt repent 
The base injustice thou hast done my love! 
Ay, thou shult know, spite of thy past dis- 

tress, 
And all the evils thon so long hast mourned, 
Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turn 
ed, 
Nor hell a fury like a woman scorned!” 


Zelma gave these lines as no pre-Sid- 
donian actress had ever given them, — 
with a certain sublimity of rage, the ire of 
an immortal,—and swept off the scene 
before a wild tumult of applause, led 
by the vanquished critics. It follow- 
ed her, surge on surge, to her dress- 
ing-room, whither she hastily retreated 
through a crowd of players and green- 
roon habitues. 

That sudden tempest shook even the 
royal box. The King, who a short time 
before had been observed to nod, not 
shaking his “ambrosial locks” in Jove- 
like approval, but somnolently, started 
up, exclaiming, “ What! what! what's 
that ?”—and the Queen—took snuff. 

In her dressing-room Zelma waited for 
her husband. “Surely he will come 
now,” she said. 

She had already put off the tragedy- 
queen; she was again the loving wife, 
yearning for one proud smile, one tender 
word, one straining embrace. The tem- 


pest outside the curtain still rolled in 
upon her, as she sat alone, drooping and 
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sad, a spent thunder-cloud. 
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only looked around her drearily, like 
a frightened child, and called, “ Law- 
rence!” 

Instead of him came the manager. 
She must go before the curtain; the au- 
dience would not be denied. 

Lawrence led her out,—holding her 
hot, trembling fingers in his cold, nerve- 
less hand, a moody frown on his brow, 
and his lips writhing with a forced smile. 
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As Zelma bent and smiled in modest 
acknowledgment of renewed applause, 
led by royalty itself,—her aspirations so 
speedily fulfilled, her genius so early 
crowned,—even at that supreme mo- 
ment, the grief of the woman would have 
outweighed the triumph of the artist, and 
saddened all those plaudits into knell-like 
sounds, could she have known that the 
miserable fiends of envy and jealousy 
had grasped her husband’s heart and 
torn it out of her possession forever. 

In the death-seene, where the full tide 
of womanly feeling, which has been driv- 
en out of Zara’s heart by the volcanic 
shocks of fierce passions, comes pouring 
back with whelming force, Zelma lost 
none of her power, but won new laurels, 
bedewed with tears from “eyes unused 
to weep.” 

Zara dies by her own hand, clinging 
to the headless body of King Manuel, be- 
lieving it to be Osmyn’s. Zelma gave 
the concluding lines of her part broken- 
ly, in a tone of almost childlike lament- 
ing, with piteous murmurs and penitent 
caresses : — 


“ Cold, cold! —my veins are icicles and frost! 
Cover us close, or I shall chill his breast, 
And fright him from my arms! — See! see! 

he slides 
Still farther from me! 
face! 
I cannot feel it! —quite beyond my reach !— 
Ah, now he’s gone, and all is dark!” 


Look! he hides his 


With that last desolate moan of a 
proud and stormy spirit, sobbing itself 
into the death-quiet, a visible shudder 
crept through the house. Even the 
King threw himself back in his royal 
chair with an uncomfortable sort of 
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emotion of common humanity; and the 
Queen — forgot to take snuff. 


From the night of her triumphant dé 
but, the life of the actress ran in the full 
sunlight of public favor; but the life of 
the woman crept away into the shadow,— 
not of that quiet and repose so grateful 
to the true artist, but of domestic discom- 
fort and jealous estrangement. 
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Nobly selfforgetful always, Zelma, in 
the first hour of’ success, feeling, in spite 
of herself, the pettiness and egoism of 
her husband’s nature, with a sense of 
humiliation jn which it seemed her very 
soul blushed, offered to renounce for- 
ever the career on which she had just 
entered. Mr. Bury, however, angrily re- 
fused to accept the sacrifice, though she 
pressed it upon him, at last, as a “ peace- 
offering,” on her knees, and weeping like 
a penitent. “It is too late,” he said, bit- 
terly. “The deed is done. You are 
mine no longer,—you belong to the pub- 
lice; —I wish you joy of your fickle mas- 
ten.” 

From that time Zelma went her own 
ways, calm and self-reliant outwardly, 
but inwardly tortured with a host of 
womanly griefs and regrets, a helpless 
sense of wrong and desolation. She flew 
to her beautiful art for consolation, fling- 
ing herself, with a sort of desperate aban- 
donment, out of her own life of monot- 
onous misery into the varied sorrows of 
the characters she personated. For her 
the cup of fame was not mantling with 
the wine of delight which reddens the 
lips and “maketh elad the heart.” The 
costly pearl she had dissolved in it had 
not sweetened the draught; but it was 
intoxicating, and she drank it with fever- 
ish avidity. 

But for Lawrence Bury, his powers 
flagged and failed in the unnatural rival- 
ship; his acting grew more and more 
cold and mechanical. He became more 
than ever subject to moods and caprices, 
and rapidly lost favor with the public, till 
at last he was regarded only as the hus- 
band of the popular actress,— then, mere- 
ly tolerated for her sake. He fell, or 
rather flung himself, into a life of reckless 
dissipation and proflizacy, and sunk so 
low that he scrupled not to accept from 
his wife, and squander on base pleasures, 
money won by the genius for which he 
hated her. Many were the nights when 
Zelma returned from the playhouse to 
her cheerless lodgings, exhansted, dis- 
pirited, and alone, to walk her chamber 
till the morning, wrestling with real ter- 
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rors and sorrows, the homely distresses of 
the heart, hard, absolute, unrelieved, — 
to which the tragic agonies she had been 
representing seemed but child’s play. 

At length, finding himself at the low- 
est ebb of theatrical favor, and hating 
horribly the scene of his humiliating de- 
feat, Mr. Bury resolved to return to his 
old strolling life in the provinces. Mak- 
ing at the same moment the first an- 
nouncement of his going and his hur- 
ried adieux to Zelma, who heard his last 
cold words in dumb dismay, with little 
show of emotion, but with heavy grief 
and dread presentiments at her heart, he 
departed. He was accompanied by the 
fair actress with whom he played first 
parts at Arden, —but now, green-room 
gossip said, not in a merely professional 
association. This story was brought to 
Zelma ; but her bitter cup was fall with- 
out it. With a noble blindness, the fanat- 
icism of wifely faith, she rejected it utter- 
ly. “He is weak, misguided, mad,” she 
said, “but not so basely false as that. 
He must run his wild, wretched course 
awhile longer, —it seems necessary for 
him; but he will returh at last,—surely 
he will,—sorrowful, repentant, ‘in his 
right mind,’ himself and mine once more. 
He cannot weary out God’s patience and 
my love.” 

After the first shock of her desertion 
was past, Zelma was conscious of a sense 
of relief from a weight of daily recurring 
care and humiliation, the torture of an 
unloving presence, chill and ungenial as 
arctic sunlight. Even in the cold blank 
of his absence there was something grate- 
ful to her bruised heart, like the balm of 
darkness to suffering eyes. Jer art was 
now all in all to her,—the strong-winged 
passion, which lifted her out of herself 
and her sorrows. She was studying Ju- 
liet for the first time. She had been play- 
ing for more than a year before she could 
be prevailed upon to attempt a Shak- 
spearian character, restrained by a pro- 
found modesty from exercising her crude 
powers upon one of those grand crea- 
tions. 

When, at length, she made choice of 
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Juliet, what study was hers !—how rever- 
ent! how loving! how glad !—the perfect 
service of the spirit! She shut out the 
world of London from her sight, from her 
thoughts, till it seemed lost in one of its 
own fous. The air, the sky, the passion, 
the poetry of Italy were above and around 
her. Again she revelled in that wondrous 
garden of love and poesy, with a back- 
ground of graves, solemnizing joy. Now 
her fancy flitted, on swift, unresting wing, 
from beauty to beauty,—now settled, bee- 
like, on some rich, half-hidden thought, 
and hung upon it, sucking out its most 
sweet and secret heart of meaning. She 
steeped her soul in the delicious romance, 
the summer warmth, the moonlight, the 
sighs and tears of the play. She went 
from the closet to the stage, not brain- 
weary and pale with thought, but fresh, 
tender, and virginal,—not like one who 
had committed the part of Juliet, but one 
whom Juliet possessed in every part. 
She seemed to bear about her an atmos- 
phere of poetry and love, the subtile spir- 
it of that marvellous play. There was no 
air of study, not the faintest taint of the 
midnight oil;—like a gatherer of roses 
from some garden of Cashmere, or a 
peasant-girl from the vintage, she brought 
only odors from her toil,—the sweets of 
the fancy, a flavor of the passion she had 
made her own. 

On her first night in this play, Zelma 
was startled by recognizing among the 
audience the once familiar faces of her 
uncle Roger, her cousin Bessie, and Sir 
Harry Willerton. They had all come 
up to London to draw up the papers 
and purchase the frousseau for the wed- 
ding, which would have taken place a 
year sooner, but for the death of Bessie’s 
mother. 

Squire Burleigh had been entrapped 
by his daughter and her lover into com- 
ing to the play,— he being in utter igno- 
rance as to whom he was to see in the 
part of Juliet. When he recognized his 
niece in the ball-room scene, he was 
shocked, and even angry. Tle started 
up, impetuously, to leave the house ; 
and it was only by the united entrea- 
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ties of Bessie and Sir Harry that he was 
persuaded to stay. As the play went 
on, however, his sympathies became en- 
listed, in spite of his prejudices. Grad- 
ually his heart melted toward the fair 
offender, and irrepressible tears of ad- 
miration and pity welled up to his kindly 
blue eyes. He watched the progress of 
the drama with an almost breathless in- 
terest while she was betore him, but grew 
listless and indifferent whenever she left 
the stage. The passion of Romeo, the 
philosophy of the Friar, the quaint gar- 
rulousness of the Nurse, the trenchant 
wit of Mercutio were alike without charm 
for him. 

But though thus lost in the fortunes 
and sorrows of the heroine of the play, 
the dramatic illusion was far from com- 
plete for him. It was not Juliet,—it was 
Zelma, the wild, misguided, lost, but still 
beloved child of his poor brother; and in 
his bewildered brain her sad story was 
strangely complicated with that of the 
hapless girl of Verona. When she swal- 
lowed the sleeping-draught, he shrank 
and shuddered at the horrible pictures 
conjured up by her frenzied fancy ; and 
in the last woful scene, he forgot himself, 
the play, the audience, everything but 
her, the forlorn gypsy child, the shy and 
lonely little girl whom long years ago he 
had taken on his knee, and smoothed 
down her tangled black hair, as he might 
have smoothed the plumage of an eaglet, 
struggling and palpitating under his hand, 
and glancing up sideways, with fierce and 
frightened eyes,— and now, when he saw 
her about to plunge the cruel blade into 
her breast, he leaped to his feet and elec- 
trified the house by calling out, in a tone 
of agonized entreaty,—* Don’t, Zelle! 
for God’s sake, don’t! Leave this, and 
come home with us,— home to the 
Grange !” 

It was a great proof of Mrs. Bury’s 
presence of mind and command over her 
emotions, that she was not visibly discom- 
posed by this strange and touching ap- 
peal, or by the laughter and applause it 
called forth, but finished her sad part, 
and was Juliet to the last. 
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When, obeying the stormy summons 
of the audience, the lovers arose from 
the dead, and glided ghost-like before 
the curtain, Zelma, really pale with the 
passion and woe of her part, glanced 
eagerly at the box in which she had 
beheld her friends ;—it was empty. The 
worthy Squire, overcome with confusion 
at the exposure he had made of his weak- 
ness and simplicity, had hurried from 
the theatre, willingly accompanied by his 
daughter and Sir Harry. 

On the following day, sweet Bessie 
Burleigh, with the consent, at the request 
even, of her father, sought out her fa- 
mous cousin, bearing terms of reconcilia- 
tion and proffers of renewed affection. 

The actress was alone. She had just 
risen from her late breakfast, and was in 
a’ morning costume, — careless, but not 
untidy. She looked languid and jaded ; 
the beautiful light of young love, which 
the night before had shone with a soft, 
lambent flame in every glance, seemed 
to have burned itself out in her hollow 
eyes, or to have been quenched in tears. 

She flung herself on her cousin’s 
breast with a laugh of pure joy and a 
child’s quick impulse of lovingness ; but 
almost immediately drew herself back, 
as with a sudden sense of having leaned 
across a chasm in the embrace. But 
Bessie, guessing her feeling, clung about 
her very tenderly, calling her pet names, 
smoothing her hair and kissing her wan 
cheek till she almost kissed back its faded 
roses. And infinite good she did poor 
Zelma. 

Bessie —dear, simple heart !—was no 
diplomatist ; she did not creep stealthily 
toward her object, but dashed at it at 
once. 

“Tam come, dearest Zelle, to win you 
home,” she said. “ You cannot think 
how lonely it is at the Grange, now that 
dear mamma is gone; and by-and-by it 
will be yet more lonely,—at least, for 
poor papa. He loves you still, though he 
was angry with you at first—and he longs 
to have you come back, and to make it 
all up with you. Oh, Tam sure, you must 
be weary of this life,—or rather, this 
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mockery of life, this prolonged fever 
dream, this playing with passion and 
pain! Itis killing you! Why, you look 
worn and anxious and sad as death 
by daylight, though you do bloom out 
strangely bright and beautiful on the 
stage. So, dear, come into the country, 
and rest and renew your life.” 

Zelma opened her superb eyes in 
amazement, and her cheek kindled with 
a little flush of displeasure; yet she an- 
swered playfully,—* What! would you 
resolve ‘the new star of the drama’ in- 
to nebulousness and nothingness again ? 
Remember my art, sweet Coz; I am a 
priestess sworn to its altar.” 

“But, surely,” replied Bessie, ingenu- 
ously, “you will not live on thus alone, 
unprotected, a mark for suspicion and 
calumny; for they say—they say that 
your husband has deserted you.” 

“Mr. Bury is absent, fulfilling a pro- 
fessional engagement. 1 shall await his 
return here,” replied Zelma, haughti- 
ly. 

Bessie blushed deeply and was silent. 
So, too, was the actress, for some moments}; 
then, softened almost to tears, half clos- 
ing her eyes, and letting her fancy float 
away like thistle-down over town and 
country, upland, valley, and moor, she 
said softly, —“ Dear Burleich Grange, 
how lovely it must be now! What a 
verdurous twilight reigns under the old 
elms of the avenue !—in what a passion 
of bloom the roses are unfolding to the 
sun, these warm May-days! How the 
honeysuckles drip with sweet dews! how 
thickly the shed hawthorn-blossoms_ lie 
on the grass of the long lane, rolling in 
little drifts before the wind! And the 
birds,— do the same birds come back to 
nest in their old places about the Grange, 
I wonder?” 

“Yes,” answered Bessie, smiling; “I 
think all the birds have come back, save 
one, the dearest of them all, who fled 
away in the night-time. Her nest is 
empty still. Oh, Zelle, do you remem- 
ber our pleasant little chamber in the 
turret? I could not stay there when 
you were gone. It is the stillest, lone- 
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liest place in all the house now. Even 
your pet hound refuses to enter it.” 

“Now, my Cousin, you are really 
cruel,” said Zelma, the tears at last fore- 
ing their way throuch her reluctant eye- 
lids. “When I lett Burleigh Grange, I 
went like Eve from Paradise, — forever.” 

“ Ah, but Cousin dear, there is no ter- 
rible angel with a flaming sword guard- 
ing the gates of the Grange against you.” 

“Yes, the angel of its peace and an- 
cient honor,” said ‘the actress; then ad- 
ded, pleasantly, “and he is backed by a 
mighty ore, Lespectability. No, no, Bes- 
sie, I can never go back to my old home, 
or my old self; it is quite impossible. 
But you and my uncle are very good to 
ask me. Heaven bless you for that! 
And, dear, when you are Lady Willer- 
ton, a proud wife, and, if God please, a 
happy mother, put me away from your 
thoughts, if I trouble you. Rest in the 
safe haven of home, anchored in content, 
and do not vex yourself about the poor 
waif afloat on wild, unknown seas. It 
is not worth while.” 

So Bessie Burleigh was obliged to 
abandon her dear, impracticable plan; 
and the cousins parted forever, though 
neither thought or meant it then. Bes- 
sie returned to Arden, married the mas- 
ter of Willerton Hall, and slid into the 
easy grooves of a happy, luxurious coun- 
try-life; while Zelma rode for a few 
proud years on the topmost swell of pop- 
ular favor— then suddenly passed away 
beyond the horizon of London life, and 
so, as it were, out of the world. 

One dreary November night, after hav- 
ing revealed new powers and won new 
honors by her first personation of Bel- 
vedera, Zelma went home to find on her 
table a brief, business-like letter from the 
manager of a theatre at Walton, a town 
in the North, stating that Mr. Lawrence 
Bury had died suddenly at that place of 
a violent, inflammatory disease, brought 
on, it was to be feared, by some excesses 
to which he had been addicted. The 
theatrical wardrobe of the deceased (of 
small value) had been retained in pay- 
ment for expenses of illness and burial ; 
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his private papers were at the disposal 
of the widow. Deceased had been buried 
in the parish church-yard of Walton. 
This was all. 

Zelma had abruptly dismissed her maid, 
that she might read quite unobserved a 
letter which she suspected brought news 
from her husband ; so she was quite alone 
throughout that fearful night. What 
fierce, face-to-face wrestlings with grief 
and remorse were hers! What sweet, 
torturing memories of love, of estrange- 
ment, of loss! What visions of him, torn 
with the agonies, wild with the terrors 
of death, calling her name in vain im- 
ploring or with angry imprecations !—of 
him, so young, so sinful, dragged strug- 
gling toward the abyss of mystery and 
night, wrenched, as it were, out of life, 
wiih all its passions hot at his heart! 

Hour after hour she sat at her table, 
grasping the fatal letter, still as death, 
and all but as cold. She yet wore the 
last dress of Belvedera, and was half en- 
veloped by the black cloud of her dishev- 
elled hair; but the simulated frenzy, which 
so late had drawn shuddering sighs from 
a thousand hearts, was succeeded by a 
silent, stony despair, infinitely more ter- 
rible. A sense ,of hopeless desolation 
and abandonment settled upon her soul; 
the distances of universes seemed to sep- 
arate her from the dead. But to this 
suddenly succeeded a chill, awful sense 
of a presence, wrapped in silence and 
mystery, melting through all material 
barriers, treading on the impalpable air, 
not “looking ancient kindness on her 
pain,” but lowering amid the shadows 
of her chamber,- stern, perturbed, un- 
reconciled. All these lonely horrors, 
these wild griefs, unrelieved by human 
sympathy or companionship, by even the 
unconscious comfort which flows in the 
breathing of a near sleeper, crowded and 
pressed upon her brain, and scemed to 
touch her yeins with frost and fire. 

For long weeks, Zelma lay ill, with a 
slow, baffling fever. Her mind, torn from 
its moorings, went wandering, wander- 
ing, over a vast sea of troubled dreams,— 
now creeping on through weary stretches 
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of calm, now plunging into the heart of 
tempests and tossed upon mountainous 
surges, now touching momently at islands 
of light, now wrecked upon black, desert 
shores. 

All was strange, vague, and terrible, at 
first ; but gradually there stole back upon 
her her own life of womanhood and Art,— 
its scenes and changes, its struggles, temp- 
tations, and triumphs, its brief joy and 
long sorrow, all shaken and confused to- 
gether, but still familiar. Now the faces 
of her audiences seemed to throng upon 
her, packing her room from floor to ceil- 
ing, darkening the light, sucking up all the 
air, and again piercing her through and 
through with their cold, merciless gaze. 
Now the characters she had personated 
grouped themselves around her bed, all 
distinct, yet duplicates and multiplications 
of herself, mocking her with her own 
voice, and glaring at her with her own 
eyes. Now pleasant summer-scenes at 
Burleigh Grange brightened the dull 
walls, and a memory of the long lane in 
the white prime of its hawthorn bloom 
flowed tike a river of fragrance through 
her chamber. Then there strode in up- 
on her a form of beauty and terror, and 
held her by the passion and gloom of his 
eye,—and with him crept in a chill and 
heavy air, like an exhalation from the 
rank turf of neglected graves. 


Zelma recovered from this illness, if 
it could be called a recovery, to a state 
of only tolerable physical health, and a 
condition of pitiable mental apathy and 
languor. She turned with a halfwea- 
ry, half-petulant distaste from her former 
pursuits and pleasures, and abandoned 
her profession with a sort of terror,—feel- 
ing that its mockery of sorrows, such as 
had fallen so crushingly on her unchas- 
tened heart, would madden her utterly. 
But neither could she endure again the 
constraint and conyentionalities of Eng- 
lish private life; she had died to her art, 
and she glided, like a phantom, out of 
her country, and out of the thoughts of 
the public, in whose breath she had lived, 
for whose pleasure she had toiled, ofien 
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from the hidden force of her own sor- 
rows, the elements of all tragedy seething 
in her secret heart. 

Year after year she lived a wandering, 
out-of-the-way life on the Continent. It 
was said that she went to Spain, sought 
out her mother’s wild kindred, and dwelt 
with them, making their life her life, their 
ways her ways, shrinking neither from 
sun-glare nor tempest, privation nor per- 
il. But, at length, tired of wandering 
and satiated with adventure, she flung 
off the Zincala, returned to England, 
and even returned, forsworn, to her art, 
as all do, or long to do, who have once 
embraced it from a genuine passion. 

She made no effort to obtain an en- 
gagement at Covent Garden; for her, 
that stage was haunted by a presence 
more gloomy than Hamlet, more dread- 
ful than the Ghost. Nor did she seek to 
tread, with her free, unpractised step, the 
classic boards of Drury Lane,— where 
Garrick, the Grand Monarque of the 
Drama, though now toward the end of 
his reign, ruled with jealous, despotic 
sway,— but modestly and quietly appear- 
ed at a minor theatre, seeming, to such 
play-goers as remembered her brief, bril- 
liant career and sudden disappearance, 
like the Muse of Tragedy returned from 
the shades. 

She was kindly received, both for her 
own sake, and because of the pleasant 
memories which the sight of her, pale, 
slender, and sad-eyed, yet beautiful still, 
revived. Those who had once sworn by 
her swore by her still, and were loath to 
admit even to themselves that her early 
style of acting —easy, flowing, impulsive, 
the natural translation in action of a 
strong and imaginative nature — must 
remain what, in the long absence of the 
actress, it had become, a beautiful tradi- 
tion of the stage,—that her present per- 
sonations were wanting in force and spon- 
taneity,— that they were efforts, rather 
than inspirations,— were marked by a 
weary tension of thought,—were care- 
ful, but not composed, roughened by un- 
steady strokes of genius, freshly furrowed 
with labor. 
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Mrs. Bury made a grave mistake in 
choosing for her second début her great 
part of Juliet; for she had outlived the 
possibility of playing it as she played it 
at that period of her life when her soul 
readily melted in the divine glow of 
youthful passion and flowed into the char- 
acter, taking its perfect shape, rounded 
and smooth and fair. Through long 
years of sorrow and unrest, she had now 
to toil back to that golden time,—and 
there was a sort of sharpness and hag- 
gardness about her acting, a singular 
tone of weariness, broken by starts and 
bursts of almost preternatural power. Ex- 
cept in scenes and sentiments of pathos, 
where she had lost nothing, the last, fine, 
evanishing tints, the delicate aroma of 
the character, were wanting in her per- 
sonation. It was touched with autumnal 
shadows,— it was comparatively hard and 
dry, not from any inartistic misapprehen- 
sion of the poet’s ideal, but because the 
fountain of youth in Zelma’s own soul 
ran low, and was choked by the dead 
violets which once sweetened its waters. 

She felt all this bitterly that night, ere 
the play was over; and though her au- 
dience generously applauded and_ old 
friends congratulated her, she never 
played Juliet again. 

Yet, even in the darker and sterner 
parts, in which she was once so famous, 
she was hardly more successful now. In 
losing her bloom and youthful fulness 
of form, she had not gained that stat- 
uesque repose, or that refined essence 
of physical power and energy, which 
sometimes belongs to slenderness and 
pallor. She was often strangely agitated 
and unnerved when the occasion call- 
ed most for calm, sustained power,—at 
times, glancing around wildly and _pite- 
ously, like a haunted creature. Her 
passion was fitful and strained,— the fire 
of rage flickered in her eye, her relaxed 
lips quivered out curses, her hand shook 
with the dagger and spilled the poison. 
Her sorrows, real and imaginary, seemed 
to have broken her spirit with her heart. 

Bat in anything weird and supernat- 
ural, awful with vague, unearthly ter- 
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rors, she was greater than ever. When- 
ever, in her part of Lady Macbeth, she 
came to the sleep-walking scene, that 
shadowy neutral ground between death 
and life, where the perturbed, burdened 
spirit moans out its secret agony, she 
gave startling token of the genius which 
had electrified and awed her audiences 
of old. A solemn stillness pervaded the 
house; every eye followed the ghost- 
like gliding of her form, every ear hung 
upon the voice whose tones could sound 
the most mysterious and awful depths of 
human grief and despair. 


It was during the first season of her 
reappearance that Mrs. Bury went to 
Drury Lane, on an off-night, to witness 
one of the latest efforts of Garrick as 
Richard the Third. He was, as usual, 
terribly great in the part; but, in spite 
of his overwhelming power, Zelma found 
herself watching the Lady Anne of the 
night with a strange, fascinated interest. 
This part, of too secondary and negative 
a character for the display of high dra- 
matic powers, even in an actress who 
should be perfect mistress of herself, was 
borne by a young and beautiful woman, 
new to the London stage, though of some 
provincial reputation, who on this ocea- 
sion was distressingly nervous and ill- 
assured, She had to contend not on- 
ly with stage-fright, but Garrick-fright. 
“She met Roscius in all his terrors,” 
and shrank from the encounter. The 
fierce lightnings of his dreadful eyes 
seemed to shrivel and paralyze her; 
even his demoniac cunning and persua- 
siveness filled her with mortal fear. Her 
voice shook with a pathetic tremor, be- 
came hoarse and almost inaudible; her 
eyes sank, or wandered wildly ; her brow 
was bathed with the sweat of a secret 
agony; she might have given way ut- 
terly under the paralyzing spell, had not 
some sudden inspiration of genius or 
love, a prophetic thrill of power, or a 
memory of her unweaned babe, come to 
nerve, to upbear her. She roused, and 
went through her part with some flick- 
ering flashes of spirit, and through all 
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her painful embarrassment was stately 
and graceful by the regal necessity of 
her beauty. The event was not suc- 
cess,— was but a shade better than utter 
failure ; and when, soon after, that beau- 
tiful woman dropped out of London dra- 
matic life, few were they who missed her 
enough to ask whither she had gone. 

But Zelma, whose sad, searching eyes 
saw deeper than the eyes of critics, rec- 
ognized from the first her grand, long- 
sought ideal in the fair unknown, whose 
name had appeared on the play-bills in 
small, deprecating type, under the over- 
whelming capitals of “ MR. GARRICK” 
—“‘ Mrs. Siddons.”. She looked upon 
that frightened and fragile woman with 
prophetic reverence and noble admira- 
tion: and as she walked her lonely cham- 
ber that night, she said to herself, some- 
what sadly, but not bitterly,—* The true 
light of the English drama has arisen at 
last. ‘ Out, out, brief candle !’” 


Season after season, year after year, 
Zelma continued to play in London, but 
never again with the fame, the hom- 
age, the flatteries and triumphs of a 
great actress. All these she saw at last 
accorded to her noble rival. Mrs. Bury 
had shone very acceptably in a doubt- 
ful dramatie period,— first as an in- 
spired, impassioned enthusiast, and after 
as a conscientious artist, subdued and 
saddened, yet always careful and ear- 
nest; but, like many another lesser light, 
she was destined to be lost sight of in 
the long, splendid day of the Kembles. 

Yet once again the spirit of unrest, 
the nomadie instinct, came back upon 
Zelma Bury,— haunted her heart and 
stirred in her blood till she could resist 
no longer, but, joining a company for a 
provincial tour, left London. 

The health of the actress had been 
long declining, under the almost unsus- 
pected attacks of a slow, insidious dis- 
ease. She was more weak and iil than 
she would confess, even to herself; she 
wanted change, she said, only change. 
She never dreamed of rest. Week after 
week she travelled,— never tarrying long 
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enough in one place to weary of it,—the 
peaceful sights and sounds of rural life 
tranquillizing and refreshing her soul, as 
the clear expanse of its sky, the green 
of its woods and parks, the daisied swell 
of its downs refreshed and soothed her 
eye, tired of striking forever against dull 
brick walls and struggling with smoke 
and fog. 

Then May came round, — the haunted 
month of all the year for her. The haw- 
thorn-hedyes burst into flower,—the high- 
ways and by-paths and lanes became 
Milky Ways of bloom, and all England 
was once more veined with fragrance. 

They were in the North, when one 
morning Zelma was startled by hearing 
the manager say that the next night they 
should play at Walton. It was there 
that Lawrence Bury died; it was there 
he slept, in the stranger’s unvisited grave. 
She would seek out that grave and sink 
on it, as on the breast of one beloved, 
though long estranged. Tt would cool 
the dull, ceaseless fever of her heart to 
press it against the cold mound, and to 
whisper into the rank grass her faithful 
remembrance, her forgiveness, her un- 
conquerable love. 

But it was late when the players 
reached Walton; and, after the neces- 
sary arrangements for the evening were 
concluded, Zelma found that she had 
no time for a pilgrimage to the parish 
churchyard. She could see it from a 
window of her lodgings ;—it was high- 
walled, dark and damp, crowded with 
quaint, mossy tomb-stones, and brooded 
over by immemorial yews. In the deep- 
ening, misty twilight, there was something 
awful in the spot. It was easy to fancy 
unquiet spectres lurking in its gloomy 
shadows, waiting for the night. Yet Zel- 
ma’s heart yearned toward it, and she 
murmured softly, as she turned away, 
“ Wait for me, love!” : 

The play, on this night, was “ The Fair 
Penitent.” In the character of Calista 
Mrs. Bury had always been accounted 
great, though it was distasteful to her. 
Tndeed, for the entire play she expressed 
only contempt and aversion ; yet she play- 
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ed her part in it faithfully and carefully, 

as she performed all professional tasks. 

In reading this tragedy now, one is at 
a loss to understand how such trash could 
have been tolerated at the very time of 
the revival of a pure dramatic literature, 
—how such an unsavored broth of senti- 
ment, such a meagre hash of heroics, could 
have been relished, even when served by 
Kembles, after the rich, varied, Olympian 
banquets of Shakspeare. 

The argument is briefly this :— 

Calista, daughter of Sciolto, is betroth- 
ed to Altamount, a young lord, favored 
by Sciolto. Altamount has a friend, Ho- 
ratio, and an enemy, Lothario, secretly 
the lover and seducer of Calista, whose 
dishonor is discovered by Horatio, shortly 
after her marriage with Altamount, to 
whom he reveals it. Calista denies the 
charge, with fierce indignation and scorn ; 
and the young husband believes her and 
diseredits his friend. But the fourth act 
brings the guilt of Calista and the villany 
of Lothario fully to light. Lothario is 
killed by the injured husband, Sciolto 
goes mad with shame and rage, and Ca- 
lista falls into a state of despair and peni- 
tence. 

The fifth act opens with Sciolto’s elab- 
orate preparations for vengeance on his 
daughter. The stage directions for this 
scene are,— 

[“A room hung with black: on one side Lotha- 
rio’s body on a bier; on the other a table, 
with a skull and other bones, a book, and a 
lamp onit. Calista is discovered on a couch, 
in black, her hair hanging loose and disor- 
dered. After soft music, she rises and comes 
Sorward.” | 


She takes the book from the table, but, 
finding it the pious prosing of some “ lazy, 
dull, luxurious gownsman,” flings it aside. 
She examines the cross-bones curiously, 
lays her hand on the skull, soliloquizing 
upon mortality, somewhat in the strain 
of Hamlet; then peers into the coffin of 
Lothario, beholds his pale visage, “ grim 
with clotted blood,” and the stern, un- 
winking stare of his dead eyes. Sciolto 
enters and bids her prepare to die; but 
while she stands meek and unresisting 
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before him, his heart fails him; he rushes 
out, and is shortly after killed by Lotha- 
rio’s faction. Calista then dies by her 
own hand, leaving Altamount desperate 
and despairing. 

Poor Calista is neither a lovely nor a 
lofty character; but there is something 
almost grand in her fierce pride, in her 
defiant hauteur, in her mighty struggle 
with shame. Mrs. Siddons made the part 
terribly impressive. Mrs. Bury softened 
it somewhat, giving it a womanly dignity 
and pathos that would seem foreign and 
almost impossible to the character. 


When Zelma entered her dressing- 
room, on that first night at Walton, she 
found on her table a small spray of haw- 
thorn-blossoms. 

“ Tlow came these flowers here?” she 
asked, in a hurried, startled tone. 

“T placed them there,” replied her 
little maid, Susan, half-frightened by the 
strange agitation of her mistress. “T 
plucked the sprig in our landlady’s gar- 
den; for I remembered that you loved 
hawthorn-blossoms, and used often to buy 
them in Covent-Garden Market.” 

“ Ah, yes; thank you, Susan. I do in- 
deed love them, and I will wear them to- 
night.” 

As she said this, she placed the flowers 
in her bosom,— but, the little maid no- 
ticed, not as an ornament, but quite out 
of sight, where her close bodice would 
crush them against her heart. 

During the first acts of the play, Zel- 
ma was languid, absent, and more unequal 
than usual. <A strange sense of evil, a 
vague foreboding, haunted her. It was 
in yain that she said to herself, “ What 
have I, a lonely, disappointed woman, 
loveless and joyless, to fear of misfortune 
more,— since death itself were welcome 
as change, and doubly welcome as rest ?” 
The nameless fear still clung to her, send- 
ing cold thrills along her veins, fierce- 
ly grasping and holding her palpitating 
heart. 

When, in the last act, reclining on her 
sombre couch, she waited through the 
playing of the “ soft music,” there came 
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to her a little season of respite and calm. 
Tender thoughts, and sweet, wild fancies 
of other days revisited her. The wilted 
hawthorn-blossoms in her bosom seemed 
to revive and to pour forth volumes of 
fragrance, which enveloped her like an 
atmosphere ; and as she rose and adyan- 
ced slowly toward the foot-lights, wink- 
ing dimly like funeral lamps amid the 
gloom of the scene, it strangely seemed to 
her that she was going down the long, 
sweet lane of Burleigh Grange. The 
magic of that perfume, and something 
of kindred sweetness in the sad, wailing 
music, brought old times and scenes be- 
fore her with preternatural distinctness. 
Then she became conscious of a something 
making still darker and deeper the gloomy 
shadows cast by the black hangings of 
the scene, —a presence, not palpable or 
visible to the senses, but terribly real to 
the finer perceptions of the spirit, —a 
presence unearthly, yet familiar and com- 
manding, persistent, resistless, unappeas- 
able, — moving as she moyed, pausing ag 
she paused, clutching at her hands, and 
searching after her eyes. The air about 
her seemed heavy with a brooding hor- 
ror which sought ‘to resolve itself into 
shape,—the dread mystery of life in 
death waiting to be revealed. Her own 
soul seemed groping and beating against 
the veil which hides the unseen; she 
gasped, she trembled, and great drops, 
like the distillation of the last mortal an- 
guish, burst from her forehead. 

She was roused by a murmur of ap- 
plause from the audience. She was act- 
ing so well! Nerving herself by an al- 
most superhuman effort, her phantome 
haunted soul standing at bay, she ap- 
proached the table, and began, in a voice 
but slightly broken, the reading of her 
melancholy soliloquy. But, as she laid 
her hand on the skull, she gave a wild 
start of horror, — not at the touch of the 
cold, smooth bone, nor at the blank, black 
stare of the eyeless sockets, but at finding 
beneath her hand a mass of soft, curling 
hair, damp, as with night-dew !—at be- 
holding eyes with « speculation ” in them, 
—ay, with human passions, luminous and 


Zelma’s Vow. 


343 


full, — eyes that now yearned with love, 
now burned with hate,—ah, God! the 
eyes of Lawrence Bury ! 

With a shrill, frenzied shriek, Zelma 
sprang back and stood for a moment 
shuddering and crouching in a mute ag- 
ony of fear. Then she burst into wild 
cries of grief and passionate entreaty, 
stretching her tremulous hands into the 
void air, in piteous imploring. 

“ She has gone mad! Take her away!” 
shouted the excited audience ; but before 
any one could reach her, she had fallen 
on the stage in strong convulsions. 

The actors raised her and bore her 
out; and as they did so, a little stream of 
blood was seen to bubble from her lips. 
A medical man, who happened to be 
present, having proffered his services, 
was hurried behind the scenes to where 
the sufferer lay, on a rude couch in the 
green-room, surrounded by the frighten- 
ed players, and wept over by her faithful 
little maid. 

The audience lingered awhile within 
sound of the fitful, frenzied cries of the 
dying actress, and then dispersed in dis- 
may and confusion. 

Zelma remained for some hours con- 
vulsed and delirious; but toward morn- 
ing she sank into a deep, swoon-like sleep 
of utter exhaustion. She awoke from this, 
quite sane and calm, but marble-white 
and cold,—the work of death all done, 
it seemed, save the dashing out of the 
sad, wild light yet burning in her sunken 
eyes. But the bright red blood no long- 
er oozed from her lips, and they told 
her she was better. She gave no heed 
to the assurance, but, somewhat in her 
old, quick, decisive way, called for the 
manager. Scareely had he reached her 
side, when she began to question him 
eagerly, though in hoarse, failing tones, 
in regard to the skull used in the play of 
the preceding night. The manager had 
procured it of the sexton, he said, and 
knew nothing more of it. 

She sent for the sexton. He came,— 
aman “of the earth, earthy,’—a man 
with a grave-ward stoop and a strange 
uneven gait, caught in forty years’ stum- 


B44 


bling over mounds. A smell of turf and 
mould, an odor of mortality, went before 
him. 

He approached the couch of the ac- 
tress, and looked down upon her with a 
curious, professional look, as though he 
were peering into a face newly coffined 
or freshly exhumed; but when Zelma 
fixed her live eyes upon him, angry and 
threatening, and asked, in abrupt, yet 
solemn tones, “ Whose was that skull 
you brought for me last night ?” he fell 
back with an exclamation of surprise and 
terror. As soon as he could collect him- 
self sufficiently, he replied, that, to the 
best of his knowledge, the skull had be- 
longed to a poor play-actor, who had 
died in the parish some sixteen or, it 
might be, eighteen years before; and 
compelled by the merciless inquisition of 
those eyes, fixed and stern, though dilat- 
ing with horror, he added, that, if his 
memory served him well, the player’s 
name was Bury. 

A strong shudder shivered through the 
poor woman’s frame at this confirmation 
of the awful revealment of the previous 
night; but she replied calmly, though 
with added sternness,—“ He was my hus- 
band. How dared you disturb his bones ? 
Are you a choul, that you burrow among 
graves and steal from the dead ?” 

The poor man eagerly denied being 
anything so inhuman. The skull had 
rolled into a grave he had been digging 
by the side of the almost forgotten grave 
of the poor player; and, as the manager 
had bespoken one for the play, he had 
thought it no harm to furnish him this. 
But he would put it back carefully into 
its place that very day. 

“ See that you do it, man, if you value 
the repose of your own soul!” said Zelma, 
with an awful impressiveness, raising her- 
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self on one elbow and looking him out of 
the room. 

When he was gone, she sunk back and 
murmured, partly to herself, partly to 
her little maid, who wept through all, the 
more that she did not understand,—* I 
knew it was so; it was needless to ask. 
Well, ’tis well; he will forgive me, now 
that I come when he calls me, aceom- 
plishing to the utmost my vow. He will 
make peace with me, when I take my 
old place at his side——when my head 
shall lie as low as his,—when he sees 
that all the laurels have dropped away,— 
when he sees the sorrow shining through 
the dark of my hair in rifts of silver.” 

After a little time she grew restless, 
and would return to her lodgings. 

As the doctor and her attendant were 
about placing her in a sedan-chair to 
bear her away, a strange desire seized 
her to behold the theatre and tread the 
boards once more. They conducted her 
to the centre of the stage, and seated her 
on the black couch of Calista. There 
they left her quite alone for a while, and 
stood back where they could observe 
without disturbing her. They saw her 
gaze about her dreamily and mournfully ; 
then she seemed to be recalling and re- 
citing some favorite part. To their sur- 
prise, the tones of her voice were clear 
and resonant once more; and when she 
had ceased speaking, she rose and walked 
toward them, slowly, but firmly, turning 
once or twice to bow proudly and sol- 
emnly to an invisible audience. Just 
before she reached them, she suddenly 
pressed her hand on her heart, and the 
next instant fell forward into the arms 
of her maid. The young girl could not 
support the weight—the dead weight, 
and sank with it to the floor. Zelma had 
made her last exit. 
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THE MURDER OF THE INNOCENTS. 


A SECOND EPISTLE TO DOLOROSUS. 


So you are already mending, my dear 
fellow? Can it be that my modest epis- 
tle has done so much service? Are you 
like those invalids in Central Africa, who, 
when the medicine itself is not accessible, 
straightway swallow the written prescrip- 
tion as a substitute, inwardly digest it, 

_and recover? No,—I think you have 
tested the actual materia medica recom- 
wmended. I hear of you from all direc- 
tions, walking up hills in the mornings 
and down hills in the afternoons, skim- 
ming round in wherries like a rather un- 
steady water-spider, blistering your hands 
upon gymnastic bars, receiving severe 
contusions on your nose from cricket- 
balls, shaking up and down on hard-trot- 
ting horses, and making the most startling 
innovations in respect to eating, sleeping, 
and bathing. Like all our countrymen, 
you are plunging from one extreme to 
the other. Undoubtedly, you will soon 
make yourself sick again ; but your pres- 
ent extreme is the safer of the two. 
Time works many miracles; it has made 
Louis Napoleon espouse the cause of lib- 
erty, and it may yet make you reason- 
able. 

After all, that advice of mine, which is 
thought to have benefited you so greatly, 
was simply that which Dr. Abernethy 
used to give his patients: “ Don’t come 
to me,— go buy a skipping-rope.” If 
you can only guard against excesses, 
and keep the skipping-rope in operation, 
there are yet hopes for you. Only re- 
member that it is equally important to 
preserve health as to attain it, and it 
needs much the same regimen. Do not 
be like that Lord Russell in Spence’s 
Anecdotes, who only went hunting for 
the sake of an appetite, and who, the 
moment he felt any sensation of vitality 
in the epigastrium, used to turn short 
round, exclaiming, “I have found it!” 
and ride home from the finest chase. It 


was the same Lord Russell, by the way, 
who, when he met a begear and was im- 
plored to give him something, because he 
was almost famished with hunger, called 
him a happy dog, and envied him too 
much to relieve him. From some recent 
remarks of your boarding-house hostess, 
my friend, Iam led to suppose that you 
are now almost as well off, in point of ap- 
petite, as if you were a beggar; and I 
wish to keep you so. 

How much the spirits rise with health! 
A family of children is a very different 
sight to a healthy man and to a dyspeptic. 
What pleasure you now take in yours! 
You are going to live more in their man- 
ner and for their sakes, henceforward, 
you tell me. You are to enter upon 
business again, but in a more moderate 
way; you are to live in a pleasant little 
suburban cottage, with fresh air, a horse- 
railroad, and good schools. For I am 
startled to find that your interest in your 
offspring, like that of most American par- 
ents, culminates in the school-room. ‘This 
important matter you have neglected long 
enough, you think, foolishly absorbed in 
making money for them. Now they shall 
have money enough, to be sure, but wis- 
dom in plenty. Angelina shall walk in silk 
attire, and knowledge have to spare. To 
which school shall you send her? you ask 
me, with something of the old careworn 
expression, pulling six different prospec- 
tuses from your pocket. Put them away, 
Dolorosus; I know the needs of Ange- 
lina, and I can answer instantly. Send 
the girl, for the present at least, to that 
school whose daily hours of session are 
the shortest, and whose recess-times and 
vacations are of the most formidable 
length. 

No, anxious parent, I am not joking. 
Tam more anxious for your children than 
you are. On the faith of an ex-teacher 
and ex-school-commitiee-man,— for what 


BAG 


respectable middle-aged American man 
but has passed through both these spheres 
of uncomfortable usefialness ?—I am ter- 
ribly in earnest. Upon this point as- 
serted,—that the merit of an American 
school, at least so far as Angelina is con- 
cerned, is in inverse ratio to the time giv- 
en to study,—I will lay down incontro- 
vertible propositions. 

Sir Walter Scott, according to Carlyle, 
was the only perfectly healthy literary 
man who ever lived,—in fact, the one 
suitable text, he says, for a sermon on 
health. You may wonder, Dolorosus, 
what Sir Walter Scott has to do with 
Angelina, except to supply her with nov- 
el-reading, and with passages for impas- 
sioned recitation, at the twilight hour, 
from the “ Lady of the Lake.” But that 
same Scott has left one remark on record 
which may yct save the lives and reasons 
of greater men than himself, more gifted 
women (if that were possible) than An- 
gelina, if we can only accept it with the 
deference to which that same healthiness 
of his entitles it. IIe gave it as his de- 
liberate opinion, in conversation with Ba- 
sil Tall, that five and a half hours form 
the limit of healthful mental labor for a 
mature person. “ This I reckon very 
good work for a man,” he said, — add- 
ing, “I can very seldom reach six hours 
a day; and I reckon that what is written 
after five or six hours’ hard mental labor 
is not good for much.” This he said in 
the fulness of his magnifivent strength, 
and when he was producing, with astound- 
ing rapidity, those pages of delight over 
which every new generation still hangs 
enchanted. 

He did not mean, of course, that this 
was the maximum of possible mental la- 
bor, but only of wise and desirable labor. 
Tn later life, driven by terrible pecuniary 
involvements, he himself worked far more 
than this. Southey, his contemporary, 
worked far more,— writing, in 1814, “I 
cannot get through more than at present, 
unless I give up sleep, or the little exer- 
cise I take (walking a mile and back, 
after breakfast); and, that hour except- 
ed, and my meals, (barely the meals, for 
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I remain not one minute after them,) the 
pen or the book is always in my hand.” 
Our own time and country afford a yet 
more astonishing instance. Theodore Par- 
ker, to my certain knowledge, has often 
spent in his study from twelve to seven- 
teen hours daily, for weeks together. 
But the result in all these cases has sadly 
proved the supremacy of the laws which 
were defied; and the nobler the victim, 
the more tremendous the warning retri- 
bution. 

Let us return, then, from the practice 
of Scott’s ruined days to the principles 
of his sound ones. Supposing his esti- 
mate to be correct, and five and a half 
hours to be a reasonable limit for the 
day’s work of a mature brain, it is evi- 
dent that even this must be altogether 
too much for an immature one. “ To 
suppose the youthful brain,” says the 
recent admirable report by Dr. Ray, of 
the Providence Insane Hospital, “ to be 
capable of an amount of work which is 
eonsidered an ample allowance to an 
adult brain is simply absurd, and the at- 
tempt to carry this fully into effect must 
necessarily be dangerous to the health 
and efficacy of the organ.” It would be 
wrong, therefore, to deduct less than a 
halfhour from Scott’s estimate, for even 
the oldest pupils in our highest schools ; 
leaving five hours as the limit of real 
mental effort for them, and reducing this, 
for all younger pupils, very much farther. 

Tt is vain to suggest, at this point, that 
the application of Scott’s estimate is not 
fair, because the mental labor of our 
schools is different in quality from his, 
and therefore less exhausting. It differs 
only in being more exhausting. To the 
robust and affluent mind of the novelist, 
composition was not, of itself, exceed- 
ingly fatiguing; we know this from his 
own testimony ; he was able, moreover, 
to select his own subject, keep his own 
hours, and arrange all lis own conditions 
of labor. And on ihe other hand, when 
we consider what energy and genius have 
for years been brought to bear upon the 
perfecting of our educational methods, — 
how thoroughly cur best schools are now 
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graded and systematized, until each day’s 
lessons become a Procrustes-bed to which 
all must fit themselves,— how stimulating 
the apparatus of prizes and applauses, 
how crushing the penalties of reproof and 
degradation, —when we reflect, that it is 
the ideal of every school, that the whole 
faculties of every scholar should be con- 
centrated upon every lesson and every 
recitation from beginning to end, and 
that anything short of this is considered 
partial failure,—it is not exaggeration 
to say, that the daily tension of brain 
demanded of children in our best schools 
is altogether severer, while it lasts, than 
that upon which Scott based his estimate. 
But Scott is not the only authority in the 
case ; let us ask the physiologists. 

So said Horace Mann, before us, in the 
days when the Massachusetts school sys- 
tem was in process of formation. //e 
asked the physiologists, in 1840, and in 
his next Report printed the answers of 
three of the most eminent. The late Dr. 
Woodward, of Worcester, promptly said, 
that children under eight should never be 
confined more than one hour at a time, nor 
more than four hours a day; and that, if 
any child showed alarming symptoms of 
precocity, it should be taken from school 
altogether. Dr. James Jackson, of Bos- 
ton, allowed the children four hours’ 
schooling in winter and five in summer, 
but only one hour at a time, and heartily 
expressed his “ detestation of the practice 
of giving young children lessons to learn 
at home.” Dr. S. G. Howe, reasoning 
elaborately on the whole subject, said, 
that children under eight should not be 
confined more than half an hour at a 
time, —“ by following which rule, with 
long recesses, they can study four hours 
daily”; children between eight and four- 
teen shoukl not be confined more than 
three-quarters of an hour at a time, hay- 
ing the last quarter of each hour for 
exercise in the playground,—and he 
allowed six hours of school in winter, or 
seven in summer, solely on condition of 
this deduction of twenty-five per cent. for 
recesses. 

Indeed, the one thing about which doc- 
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tors do not disagree is the destructive ef- 
fect of premature or excessive mental 
labor. Ican quote you medical author- 
ity for and against every maxim of dietet- 
ics beyond the very simplest; but I defy 
you to find one man who ever begged, 
borrowed, or stole the title of M.D., and 
yet abused those two honorary letters by 
asserting, under their cover, that a child 
could safely study as much as a man, or 
that aman could safely study more than 
six hours a day. Most of the intelligent 
men in the profession would probably 
admit, with Scott, that even that is too 
large an allowance in maturity for vigor- 
ous work of the brain. 

Taking, then, five hours as the reason- 
able daily limit of mental effort for chil- 
dren of eight to fourteen years, and one 
hour as the longest time of continuous con- 
finement, (it was a standing rule of the 
Jesuits, by the way, that no pupil should 
study more than two hours without re- 
laxation,) the important question now re- 
curs, To what school shall we send Ange- 
lina ? 

Shall we send her, for instance, to 
Dothegirls’ Hall? At that seminary of 
useful knowledge, TI find by careful in- 
quiry that the daily performance is as 
follows, at least in summer. The pupils 
rise at or before five, A. M.; at any rate, 
they study from five to seven, two hours. 
From seven to eight they breakfast. 
From eight to two they are in the school- 
room, six consecutive hours. From two 
to three they dine. From three to five 
they are “ allowed” to walk or take other 
exercise,— that is, if it is pleasant weath- 
er, and if they feel the spirit for it, and 
if the time is not all used up in sewing, 
writing letters, schoo! politics, and all the 
small miscellaneous duties of existence, 
for which no other moment is provided 
during day or night. From five to six 
they study; from six to seven comes the 
tea-table ; from seven to nine study again; 
then bed and (at least for the stupid ones) 
sleep. 

Eleven solid hours of study each day, 
Dolorosus! Eight for sleep, three for 
meals, two during which out-door exer- 
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cise is “allowed.” There is no mistake 
about this statement; I wish there were. 
T have not imagined it; who could have 
done so, short of Milton and Dante, who 
were versed in the exploration of kin- 
dred regions of torment? But as I can- 
not expect the general public to believe 
the statement, even if you do,—and as this 
letter, like my previous one, may acciden- 
tally find its way into print,—and as I 
cannot refer to those who have person- 
ally attended the school, since they prob- 
ably die off too fast to be summoned as 
witnesses,— I will come down to a rather 
milder siatement, and see if you will be- 
lieve that. 

Shall we send her, then, to the famous 
New York school of Mrs. Destructive ? 
This is recently noticed as follows in the 
“ Tfousehold Journal”: —“ Of this most 
admirable school, for faithful and well- 
bred system of education, we have long 
intended to speak approvingly ; but in the 
following extract from the circular the 
truth is more expressively given :—‘ From 
September to April the time of rising is 
a quarter before seven o'clock, and from 
April to July half an hour earlier; then 
breakfast ; after which, from eight to nine 
o'clock, study,—the school opening at nine 
o'clock, with reading the Scriptures and 
prayer. From nine until half past twelve, 
the recitations sueceed one another, with 
occasional short intervals of rest. From 
half past twelve to one, recreation and 
lunch. From one to three o'clock, at 
which hour the school closes, the studies 
are exclusively in the French language. 
... From three to four o’clock in the 
winter, but later in the summer, exercise 
in the open air. There are also oppor- 
tunities for exercise several times in the 
day, at short intervals, which cannot easi- 
ly be explained. From a quarter past 
four to five o'clock, study; then dinner, 
and soon after, tea. From seven to nine, 
two hours of study; immediately after 
which all retire for the night, and lights 
in the sleeping apartments must be ex- 
tinguished at half past nine.” You have 
summed up the total already, Dolorosus ; 
I see it on your lips ;—nine—hours— 
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and—a quarter of study, and one soli- 
tary hour for exercise, not counting those 
inexplicable “short intervals which can- 
not easily be explained !” 

You will be pleased to hear that I 
have had an opportunity of witnessing 
the brilliant results of Mrs. Destructive’s 
system, in the case of my charming little 
neighbor, Fanny Carroll. She has lately 
returned from a stay of one year under 
that fashionable roof. In most respects, 
T was assured, the results of the school 
were all that could be desired; the moth- 
er informed me, with delight, that the 
child now spoke French like an angel 
from Paris, and handled her silver fork 
like aseraph from the skies. You may 
well suppose that T hastened to call upon 
her; for the gay little creature was always 
a great pet of mine, and T always quoted 
her with delight, as a proof that bloom 
and strength were not monopolized by 
English girls. In the parlor I found the 
mother closeted with the family physi- 
cian. Soon, Fanny, aged sixteen, glided 
in,—a pale spectre, exquisite in costume, 
nnexceptionable in manners, looking in 
all respects like an exceedingly used-up 
belle of five-and-twenty. “ What were 
you just saying that some of my Fanny’s 
symptoms were, Doctor ?” asked the lan- 
guid mother, as if longing for a second 
taste of some dainty morsel. The cour- 
teous physician dropped them into her 
eager palm, like sugar-plums, one by one: 
“ Vertigo, headache, neuralgic pains, and 
general debility” The mother sighed 
once genteelly at me, and then again, 
quite sincerely, to herself ;—but IT never 
yet saw an habitual invalid who did not 
seem to take a secret satisfaction in find- 
ing her child to be a chip of the old block, 
though block and chip were both wofully 
decayed. However, nothing is now said 
of Miss Carroll’s returning to school; and 
the other day T actually saw her dashing 
through the lane on the family pony, with 
a tinge of the old brightness in her cheeks, 
I ventured to inquire of her, soon after, 
if she had finished her education; and 
she replied, with a slight tinge of satire, 
that she studied regularly every day, at 
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various “ short intervals, which could not 
easily be explained.” 

Five hours a day the safe limit for 
study, Dolorosus, and these terrible schools 
quietly put into their programmes nine, 
ten, eleven hours; and the deluded par- 
ents think they have out-mancuvred the 
laws of Nature, and made a better bar- 
gain with Time. But these are private, 
exclusive schools, you may say, for espe- 
cially favored children. We cannot afford 
to have most of the rising generation 
murdered so expensively; and in our 
public schools, at least, one thinks there 
may be some relaxation of this tremen- 
dous strain. Besides, physiological re- 
formers had the making of our public 
system. “A man without high health,” 
sakl Horace Mann, “is as much at war 
with Nature as a guilty soul is at war 
with the spirit of God.” Look first at 
our Normal Schools, therefore, and see 
how finely their theory, also, presents 
this same lofty view. 

«Those who have had much to do with 
students, especially with the female por- 
tion,” said a Normal School Report a few 
years since, “ well know the sort of mar- 
tyr-spirit that extensively prevails,— how 
ready they often are to sacrifice every- 
thing for the sake of a good lesson,—how 
false are their notions of true economy in 
mental labor, ..... sacrificing their 
physical natures most unscrupulously to 
their intellectual. Indeed, so strong had 
this passion for abuse become [in this 
institution], that no study of the laws of 
the physical organization, no warning, 
no painful experiences of their own or 
of their associates, were sufficient to over- 
come their readiness for selfsacrifice.” 
And it appears, that, in consequence of 
this state of things, circulars were sent to 
all boarding-houses in the village, lay- 
ing down stringent rules to prevent the 
young ladies from exceeding the pre- 
scribed amount of study. 

Now turn from theory to practice. 
What was this “prescribed amount of 
study” which these desperate young fe- 
males persisted in exceeding in this mod- 
el school? It began with an hour’s study 
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before daylight (in winter).—a_ thing 
most dangerous to eyesight, as multitudes 
have found to their cost. Then from eight 
to half past two, from four to half past 
five, from seven to nine,—with one or 
two slight recesses. Ten hours and three 
quarters daily, Dolorosus! as surely as 
you are a living sinner, and as surely as 
the Board of Education who framed that 


programme were sinners likewise. I he- 
lieve that some Normal Schools haye 
learned more moderation now; but I 


know also what forlorn wrecks of wom- 
anhood have been strewed along their 
melancholy history, thus far; and at what 
incalculable cost their successes have been 
purchased. 

But it is premature to contemplate this 
form of martyrdom for Angelina, who has 
to run the gantlet of our common schools 
and high schools first. 
her prospects in these, carrying with us 
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that blessed maxim, five hours’ study a 
day,—‘ Nature loves the number five,” 
as Emerson judiciously remarks,—for our 
gis against the wiles of schoolmasters. 
The year 1854 is memorable for a 
bomb-shell then thrown into the midst 
of the triumphant school-system of Bos- 
ton, in the form of a solemn protest by 
the city physician against the ruinous 
manner in which the children were over- 
worked. Fact, feeling, and physiology 
were brought to bear, with much tact and 


energy, and the one special point of as- 
sault was the practice of imposing out-of- 
school studies, beyond the habitual six 
hours of session. A committee of inquiry 
was appointed. They interrogated the 
grammar-school teachers. The innocent 
and unsuspecting teachers were amazed 
at the suggestion of any excess. Most of 
them promptly replied, in writing, that 
“they had never heard of any complaints 
on this subject from parents or guardians”; 
that “most of the masters were watchful 
upon the matter”; that “none of them 
pressed out-of-school studies”; while “ the 
general opinion appeared to be, that a 
moderate amount of out-of-scheol study 
was both necessary for the prescribed 
course of study and wholesome in its in- 
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fluence on character and habits.” They 
suggested that “ commonly the ill health 
that might exist arose from other causes 
than excessive study”; one attributed it 
to the use of confectionery, another to 
fashionable parties, another to the prac- 
tice of “ chewing pitch,’—anything, ev- 
erything, rather than admit that Ameri- 
ean children of fourteen could possibly 
be damaged by working only two hours a 
day more than Walter Scott. 

However, the committee thought dif. 
ferently. At any rate, they fancied that 
they had more immediate control over 
the school-hours than they could exer- 
cise over the propensity of young girls 
for confectionery, or over the impropri- 
eties of small boys who, yet immature for 
tobacco, touched pitch and were defiled. 
So by their influence was passed that 
immortal Section 7 of Chapter V. of the 
School Regulations, — the Magna Charta 
of childish liberty, so far as it goes, and 
the only safeguard which renders it pra- 
dent to rear a family within the limits of 
Boston : — 

“In assigning lessons to boys to be 
studied out of school-hours, the instruct- 
ors shall not assign a longer lesson than a 
boy of good capacity can acquire by an 
hour’s study ; but no out-of-school lessons 
shall be assigned to girls, nor shall the 
lessons to be studied in school be so long 
as to require a scholar of ordinary capaci- 
ty to study out of school in order to learn 
them.” 

It appears that since that epoch this 
rule has “generally” been observed, 
“though many of the teachers would 
prefer a different practice.” “ The rule 
is regarded by some as an uncomfortable 
restriction, which without adequate rea- 
son (!) retards the progress of pupils.” 
“A majority of our teachers would con- 
sider the permission to assign lessons for 
study at home to be a decided advantage 
and privilege.” So say the later reports 
of the committee. 

Fortunately for Angelina and the jun- 
ior members of the house of Dolorosus, 
you are not now directly dependent upon 
Boston regulations. I mention them on- 
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ly because they represent a contest which 
is inevitable in every large town in the 
United States where the public-school 
system is sufliciently perfected to be dan- 
gerous. It is simply the question, whether 
children can bear more brain-work than 
men can. Physiology, speaking through 
my humble voice, (the personification 
may remind you of the days when men 
began poems with * Inoculation, heaven- 
ly maid!”) shrieks loudly for five hours 
as the utmost limit, and four hours as far 
more reasonable than six. But even the 
comparatively moderate “ friends of edu- 
cation” still claim the contrary. Mr. 
Bishop, the worthy Superintendent of 
Schools in Boston, says, (Report, 1855,) 
“The time daily allotted to studies may 
very properly be extended to seven hours 
a day for young persons over fifteen years 
of age”; and the Secretary of the Massa- 
chusetts Board of Education, in his re- 
cent volume, seems to think it a great 
concession to limit the period for young- 
er pupils to six. 

And we must not forget, that, frame 
regulations as we may, the tendency will 
always be to overrun them. «In the re- 
port of the Boston sub-committee to which 
J have referred, it was expressly admitted 
that the restrictions recommended “ would 
not alone remedy the evil, or do much 
toward it ; there would still be much, and 
with the ambitious too much, studying 
out of school.” They ascribed the real 
difficulty “to the general arrangements 
of our schools, and to the strong pressure 
from various causes urging the pupils to 
intense application and the masters to 
encourage it,” and said that this “ could 
only be met by some general changes in- 
troduced by general legislation.” Some 
few of the masters had previously admit- 
ted the same thing: “ The pressure from 
without, the expectations of the commit- 
tee, the wishes of the parents, the ambi- 
tion of the pupils, and an exacting public 
sentiment, do tend to stimulate many to 
excessive application, both in and out of 
school.” 

This adimits the same fact, in a differ- 
ent form. If these children have half 


1859. ] The Murder of the Innocents. 351 


their vitality taken out of them for life 
by premature and excessive brain-work, 
it makes no difference whether it is done 
in the form of direct taxation or of indi- 


2 4 ae ees b ewe a 
sean pa ee 1_.-_~+) + 1 


the rest; and only once a year, at the 
summer vacation, the vast machine stops, 
and the poor remains of childish brain 
and body are taken out and handed to 
anxious parents (like you, Dolorosus) : 
—‘* Here, most worthy tax-payer, is the 
dilapidated residue of your beloved An- 
gelina; take her to the sea-shore for a 
few weeks, and make the most of her.” 

Do not you know that foreigners, com- 
ing from the contemplation of races less 
precociously intellectual, see the danger 
we are in, if we do not? I was struck 
by the sudden disappointment of an 
enthusiastic English teacher, (Mr. Cal- 
throp,) who visited the New York schools 
the other day and got a little behind the 
scenes. “If I wanted a stranger to be- 
lieve that the Millennium was not far 
off,” he said, “I would take him to some 
of those grand ward-schools in New York, 
where able heads are trained by the 
thousand. I spent four or five days in 
doing little else than going through these 
truly wonderful schools. I staid more 
than three hours in one of them, wonder- 
ing at all I saw, admiring the stately or- 
der, the unbroken discipline of the whole 
arrangements, and the wonderful quick- 
ness and intelligence of the scholars. 
That same evening I went to see a friend, 
whose daughter, a child of' thirteen, was 
at one of these schools. I examined her, 
and found that the little girl could hoid 
her own with many of larger growth. 
‘Did she go to school to-day ?’ asked I. 
‘No,’ was the answer, ‘she has not been 
for some time, as she was beginning to 
get quite a serious curvature of the spine; 
so now she goes regularly to a gymnastic 
doctor !’” 

I am sure that we have all had the 
same experience. Jow exciting it was, 
last year, to be sure, to see Angelina at 
the grammar-school examination, multi- 
plying mentally 351,426 by 236,145, and 
announcing the result in two minutes and 
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by authority or allured into it by exc 
ment and emulation. If a horse bre 
a blood-vessel by running too hard, i 
no matter whether he was goaded 
whip and spur, or ingeniously coaxed 
the Hibernian method of a lock of 
tied six inches before his nose. 
method is nothing,—it is the pace wl 
kills. Probably the fact is, that for ev 
extra hour directly required by the ted 
er, another is indirectly extorted in ai 
tion by the general stimulus of the sch 
The best scholars put on the added he 
because they are the best,—and the 
ferior scholars, because they are not 
best. In either case the excess is 
structive in its tendency, and the o 
refuge for individuals is to be found 
a combination of fortunate dulness v 
happy indifference to shame. But i: 
desirable, my friend, to construct — 
school-system on such a basis that sat 
and health shall be monopolized by 
stupid and the shameless ? 

Is this magnificent system of public 
struction, the glory of the world, to t 
out merely a vast machine for grind 
down Young America, just as the syst 
of middle-men, similarly organized, | 
ground down the Ivish peasantry ? Le 
at it! as now arranged, committees | 
responsible to the public, teachers to cc 
mittees, pupils to teachers,—all plede 
to extract a maximum crop from child 
brains. Each is responsible to the | 
thority next above him for a cert 
amount, and must get it out of the vict 
next below him. Constant improveme 
in machinery perfect and expedite | 
work ; improved gauges and metres | 
the form’ of examinations) compute 1 
comparative yield to a nicety, and all 
no evasion. The child cannot spare 
hour, for he must keep up with the ot] 
children ; the teacher dares not relax, 
he must keep up with the other schoo 
the committees must only stimulate, 1 
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thirteen seconds as 82,987,492,770! I 
remember how you stood trembling as 
she staggered under the monstrous load, 
and how your cheek hung out the red 
flag of parental exultation when she came 
out safe. But when I looked at her col- 
orless visage, sharp features, and shiny 
consumptive skin, I groaned inwardly. 
Tt seemed as if that crop of figures, like 
the innumerable florets of the whiteweed, 
now overspreading your paternal farm, 
were exhausting the last vitality from a 
shallow soil. What a pity it is that the 
Deity gave to these children of ours 
bodies as well as brains! How it inter- 
feres with thorough instruction in the lan- 
guages and the sciences! You remember 
the negro-trader in “ Uncle Tom,” who 
sighs for a lot of negroes specially con- 
structed for his convenience, with the 
souls left out? Could not some of our 
school-committees take measures to se- 
cure the companion set, possessing mere- 
ly the brains, and with the troublesome 
bodies conveniently omitted ? 

The truth is, that we Americans, hay- 
ing overcome all other obstacles to the 
universal education of the people, have 
thought to overcome even the limitations 
imposed by the laws of Nature ; and so 
we were going triumphantly on, when 
the ruined health of our children sudden- 
ly brought us toa stand. Now we sud- 
denly discover, that, in the absence of 
Inquisitions, and other unpleasant Old- 
World tortures, our school-houses have 
taken their place. We have outgrown 
war, we think; and yet we have not ont- 
grown a form of contest which is undeni- 
ably more sanguinary, since one-half the 
community actually die, under present 
arranvements, before they are old enough 
to see a battle-field,—that is, before the 
age of eighteen. Tt is an actual fact, 
that, if you can only keep Angelina alive 
up to that birthday, even if she be an 
ignoranus, she will at least have accom- 
plished the feat of surviving half her con- 
temporaries. Can there be no Peace 
Society to check this terrific carnage ? 
Dolorosus, rather than have a child of 
mine die, as I have recently heard of a 
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child’s dying, insane from sheer over- 
work, and raving of algebra, I would 
have her come no nearer to the splen- 
dors of science than the man in the 
French play, who brings away from school 
only the general impression that two and 
two make five for a creditor and three 
for a debtor. 

De Quincey wrote a treatise on “ Mur- 
der considered as one of the Fine Arts,” 
and it is certainly the fine art which re- 
ceives most attention in our schools. “ So 
far as the body is concerned,” said Hor- 
ace Mann of these institutions, “they 
provide for all the natural tendencies to 
physical ease and inactivity as carefully 
as though paleness and languor, muscular 
enervation and debility, were held to be 
constituent elements in national beauty.” 
With this denial of the body on one side, 
with this tremendous stimulus of brain 
on the other, and with a delicate and ner- 
yous national organization to begin with, 
the result is inevitable. Boys hold out 
better than girls, partly because they are 
not so docile in school, partly because 
they are allowed to be more active out 
of it, and so have more recuperative 
power. But who has not seen some deli- 
cate girl, after five consecutive hours 
spent over French and Latin and Alge- 
bra, come home to swallow an indigestible 
dinner, and straightway settle down again 
to spend literally every waking hour out 
of the twenty-four in study, save those 
scanty meal-times,—protracting the la- 
bor, it may be, far into the night, till the 
weary eyes close unwillingly over the 
slate or the lexicon,—then to bed, to be 
vexed by troubled dreams, instead of be- 
ing wrapt in the sunny slumber of child- 
hood,— waking unrefreshed, to be re- 
proached by parents and friends with 
the nervous irritability which this detest- 
able routine has created ? 

For I aver that parents are more ex- 
acting than even teachers. It is outra- 
geous to heap it all upon the pedagogues, 
as if they were the only apostolical suc- 
cessors of him whom Charles Lamb laud- 
ed, “the much calumniated good King 
Herod.” Indeed, teachers have no objec- 
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tion to educating the bodies of their small 
subjects, if they can only be as well paid 
for it as for educating their intellects. 
But, until recently, they have never been 
allowed to put the bodies into the bill. 
And as charity begins at home, even in 
a physiological sense,—and as their own 
children’s bodies required bread and but- 
ter,—they naturally postponed all regard 
for the physical education of their pupils 
until the thing acquired a marketable 
value. Now that the change is taking 
place, every schoolmaster in the land 
gladly adapts himself to it, and hastens 
to insert in his advertisement, “ Especial 
attention given to physical education.” 
But what good does this do, so long as 
parents are not willing that time enough 
should be deducted from the ordinary 
tasks to make the athletic apparatus avail- 
able,—so long as it is regarded as a mer- 
it in pupils to take time from their plays 
and give it to extra studies, —so long as 
we exult over an inactive and studious 
child, as Dr. Beattie did over his, that 
“exploits of strength, dexterity, and 
speed” “to him no vanity or joy could 
bring,” and then almost die of despair, 
like Dr. Beattie, because such a child 
dies before us? With girls it is far worse. 
“ Girls, during childhood, are liable to no 
diseases distinct from those of boys,” says 
Salzmann, “except the disease of edu- 
cation.” What mother in decent society, 
I ask you, who is not delighted to have 
her little girl devote even Wednesday 
and Saturday afternoons to additional 
tasks in drawing or music, rather than 
run the risk of having her make a noise 
somewhere, or possibly even soil her 
dress? Papa himself’ will far more read- 
ily appropriate ten dollars to this addi- 
tional confinement than five to the gym- 
nasium or the riding-school. And so, 
beset with snares on every hand, the 
poor little well-educated thing can only 
pray the prayer recorded of a despairing 
child, brought up in the best society,— 
that she might “die and go to heaven 
and play with the Irish children on Sat- 
urday afternoons.” 

And the Sunday Schools codperate 
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with the week-day seminaries in the pious 
work of destruction. Dolorosus, are all 
your small neighbors hard at work in 
committing to memory Scripture texts for 
a wager,—I have an impression, how- 
ever, that they call it a prize,—consisting 
of one Bible? In my circle of society 
the excitement runs high. At any tea- 
drinking, you may hear the ladies dis- 
cussing the comparative points and pros- 
pects of their various little Ellens and 
Harriets, with shrill eagerness; while their 
husbands, on the other side of the room, 
are debating the merits of Ethan Allen 
and Flora Temple, the famous trotting- 
horses, who are soon expected to try their 
speed on our “ Agricultural Ground.” 
Each horse, and each girl, appears to 
have enthusiastic backers, though the 
Sunday-School excitement has the ad- 
vantage of lasting longer. From inqui- 
ry, I find the state of the field to be about 
as follows :—Fanny Ilastings, who won 
the prize last year, is not to be entered 
for it again; she damaged her memory 
by the process, her teacher tells me, so 
that she can now scarcely fix the sim- 
plest lesson in her mind. Carry Blake 
had got up to five thousand verses, but 
had such terrible headaches that her 
mother compelled her to stop, some 
weeks ago; the texts have all vanished 
from her brain, but the headache unfor- 
tunately still lingers. Nelly Sanborn has 
reached six thousand, although her anx- 
ious father long since tried to buy her 
off by offering her a new Bible twice as 
handsome as the prize one : but what did 
she care for that ? she said; she had hand- 
some Bibles already, but she had no in- 
tention of being beaten by Ella Prentiss. 
Poor child, we see no chance for her; for 
Ella has it all her own way; she has 
made up a score of seven thousand one 
hundred texts, and it is only three days 
to the fatal Sunday. Between ourselves, 
I think Nelly does her work more fairly ; 
for Ella has a marvellous ingenuity in 
picking out easy verses, like Jack Hor- 
ner’s plums, and valuing every sacred 
sentence, not by its subject, but by its 
shortness. Still, she is bound to win. 


B54 


“ How is her health this summer ?” I 
asked her mother, the other day. 

“ Well, her verses weigh on her,” said 
the good woman, solemnly. 

And here T pledge you my word, Do- 
Jorosus. that to every one of these state- 
ments [ might append, as Miss Edge- 
worth does to every particularly tough 
story,—“ NM. B. This is a fact.” I will 
only add that our Sunday-School Super- 
intendent, who is a physician, told me 
that he had as strong objections to the 
whole thing as T could have; but that it 
was no use talking; all the other schools 
did it, and ours must; emulation was the 
order of the day. “ Besides,” he added, 
with that sort of cheerful hopelessness 
peculiar to his profession, “ the boys are 
not trying for the prize much, this year ; 
and as for the girls, they would probably 
lose their health very soon, at any rate, 
and may as well devote it to a sacred 
cause.” 

Do not misunderstand me. The suppos- 
ed object in this case is a good one, just 
as the object in week-day schools is a good 
one,— to communicate valuable knowl- 
edge and develop the powers of the mind. 
The defect in policy, in both cases, ap- 
pears to be, that it totally defeats its own 
aim, renders the employments hateful 
that shonld be delightful, and sacrifices 
the whole powers, so far as its influence 
goes, without any equivalent. All ex- 
cess defeats itself As a grown man can 
work more in ten hours than in fifteen, 
taking a series of days together, so a 
child can make more substantial mental 
progress in five hors daily than in ten. 
Your child’s mind is not an earthen jar, 
to be filled by pouring into it; it is a del- 
icate plant, to be wisely and healthfully 
reared ; and your wife might as well at- 
tempt to enrich her mignonette-bed by 
laying a Greck Lexicon upon it as try 
to cultivate that young nature by a top- 
dressing of Encyclopedias. I use the 
word on high authority. “ Courage, my 
boy!” wrote Lord Chatham to his son, 
“only the Eneyclopredia to learn!” 
and the cruel diseases of a lifetime repaid 
Pitt for the forcing. I do not object to 
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the severest quality of study for boys or 
girls ;— while their brains work, let them 
work in earnest. But I do object to this 
immoderate and terrifie quantity. Cut 
down every school, public and private, 
to five hours’ total work per diem for the 
oldest children, and four for the younger 
ones, and they will accomplish more in 
the end than you ever saw them do in 
six or seven. Only give little enough at 
a time, and some freshness to do it with, 
and you may, if you like, send Angelina 
to any school, and put her through the 
whole programme of the last educational 
prospectus sent to me,— Philology, Pan- 
tology, Orthology, Aristology, and Lin- 
guistics.” 

For what is the end to be desired? Ts 
it to exhibit a prodigy, or to rear a noble 
and symmetrical specimen of a human 
being? Because Socrates taught that a 
boy who has learned to speak is not too 
small for the sciences, — because Tiberius 
delivered his father’s funeral oration at 
the age of nine, and Marcus Aurelius 
put on the philosophic gown at twelve, 
and Cicero wrote a treatise on the art of 
speaking at thirteen,—because Lipsius is 
said to have composed a work the day he 
was born, meaning, say the commenta- 
tors, that he began a new life at the age 
of ten —because the learned Licetus, who 
was brought into the world so feeble as 
to be baked up to maturity in an oven, 
sent forth from that receptacle, like a loaf 
of bread, a treatise called “ Gonopsy- 
chanthropologia,”—is it, therefore, indis- 
pensably necessary, Dolorosus, that all 
your pale little offspring shall imitate 
these? Spare these innocents! it is not 
their fault that they are your children, — 
so do not visit it upon them so severely. 
Turn, Angelina, ever dear, and out of 
a little childish recreation we will yet ex- 
tract a great deal of maturer wisdom for 
you, if we can only bring this deluded 
parent to his senses. 

To change the sweet privilege of child- 
hood into weary days and restless nights, 
—to darken its pure associations, which 
for many are the sole light that ever 
brings them back from sin and despair to 
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the heaven of their infancy,—to banish 
those reveries of innocent fancy which 
even noisy boyhood knows, and which 
are the appointed guardians of its purity 
before conscience wakes,—to abolish its 
moments of priceless idleness, saturated 
with sunshine, blissful, aimless moments, 
when every angel is near,—td bring in- 
sanity, once the terrible prerogative of 
maturer life, down into the summer re- 
gion of childhood, with blight and ruin; 
—all this is the work of our folly, Dolo- 
rosus, of our miserable ambition to have 
our unconscious little ones begin, in their 
very infancy, the race of desperate ambi- 
tion, which has, we admit, exhausted pre- 
maturely the lives of their parents. 

The worst danger of it is, that the mor- 
al is written at the end of the fable, not 
the beginning. The organization in youth 
is so dangerously elastic, that the result 
of these intellectual excesses is not seen 
until years after, When some young 
girl incurs spinal disease for life from 
some slight fall which she ought not to 
have felt for an hour, or some business- 
man breaks down in the prime of his 
years from some trifling over-anxiety 
which should have left no trace behind, 
the popular verdict may be, “ Mysterious 
Providence ”; but the wiser observer sees 
the retribution for the folly of those mis- 
spent days which enfeebled the childish 
constitution, instead of ripening it. One 
of the most admirable passages in the 
Report of Dr. Ray, already mentioned, 
is that in which he explains, that, though 
hard study at school is rarely the imme- 
diate cause of insanity, it is the most fre- 
quent of its ulterior causes, except he- 
reditary tendencies. “It diminishes the 
conservative power of the animal econ- 
omy to such a degree, that attacks of 
disease, which otherwise would have pass- 
ed off safely, destroy life almost betore 
danger is anticipated. Every intelligent 
physician understands, that, other things 
being equal, the chances of recovery are 
far less in the studious, highly intellectual 
child than in one of an opposite deserip- 
tion. The immediate mischief may have 
seemed slight, but the brain js left in a 
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condition of peculiar impressibility, which 
renders it morbidly sensitive to every ad- 
verse influence.” 

Indeed, here is precisely the weakness 
of our whole national training thus far,— 
brilliant immediate results, instead of wise 
delays. The life of the average Amer- 
ican is a very hasty breakfast, a magnifi- 
cent luncheon, a dyspeptic dinner, and 
no supper. Our masculine energy is like 
our feminine beauty, bright and evanes- 
eent. As enthusiastic travellers inform 
us that there are in every American vil- 
lage a dozen girls of sixteen who are 
prettier than any English hamlet of the 
same size can produce, so the same vil- 
lage undoubtedly possesses a dozen very 
young men who, tried by the same stand- 
ard, are “smarter” than their English 
peers. Come again fifteen years after, 
when the Englishmen and Englishwomen 
are reported to be just in their prime, 
and, lo! those lovely girls are sallow old 
women, and the boys are worn-out men, 
—with fire left in them, it may be, but 
fuel gone,—retired from active business, 
very likely,and just waiting for consump- 
tion to carry them off, as one waits for 
the omnibus. 

To say that this should be amended 
is to say little. Either it must be’amend- 
ed, or the American race fails ;—there is 
no middle ground. If we fail, (which I 
do not expect, I assure you,) we fail dis- 
astrously. If we succeed, if we bring up 
our vital and muscular developments into 
due proportion with our nervous energy, 
we shall have a race of men and women 
such as the world never saw. Dolorosus, 
when in the course of human events you 
are next invited to give a Fourth of-July 
Oration, grasp at the opportunity, and 
take for your subject “ Health.” Tell 
your audience, when you rise to the ac- 
eustomed flowers of rhetoric as the day 
wears on, that Health is the central lu- 
minary, of which all the stars that span- 
ele the proud flag of our common country 
are but satellites; and close with a hint 
to the plumed emblem of our nation, 
(pointing to the stuffed one which will 
probably be exhibited on the platform,) 
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that she should not henceforward confine 
her energies to the hatching of short-lived 
eaglets, but endeavor rather to educate 
a few full-grown birds. 

As I take it, Nature said, some years 
since, —‘ Thus far the English is my 
best race ; but we have had Englishmen 
enough ; now for another turning of the 
globe, and a step farther. We need some- 
thing with a little more buoyancy than 
the Englishman ; let us lighten the ship, 
even at the risk of a little peril in the 
process. Put in one drop more of ner- 
vous fluid and make the American.” 
With that drop, a new range of promise 
opened on the human race, and a lighter, 
finer, more highly organized type of man- 
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kind was born. But the promise must 
be fulfilled through unequalled dangers. 
With the new drop came new intoxi- 
cation, new ardors, passions, ambitions, 
hopes, reactions, and despairs,—more dar- 
ing, more invention, more disease, more 
insanity,—forgetfulness, at first, of the 
old, whole8ome traditions of living, reck- 
lessness of sin and saleratus, loss of re- 
freshing sleep and of the power of play. 
To surmount all this, we have got to fight 
the good fight, I assure you, Dolorosus. 
Nature is yet pledged to produce that 
finer type, and if we miss it, she will leave 
us to decay, like our predecessors,— whirl 
the globe over once more, and choose a 
new place for a new experiment. 


MY DOUBLE; AND HOW HE UNDID ME. 


Tr is not often that I trouble the read- 
ers of the * Atlantic Monthly!” I should 
not trouble them now, but for the impor- 
tunities of my wife, who “ feels to insist” 
that a duty to society is unfulfilled, till I 
have told why I had to have a double, 
and how he undid me. She is sure, she 
says, that intelligent persons cannot un- 
derstand that pressure upon public ser- 
vants which alone drives any man into 
the employment of a double. And while 
I fear she thinks, at the bottom of her 
heart, that my fortunes will never be re- 
made, she has a faint hope, that, as an- 
other Rasselas, I may teach a lesson to 
future publics, from which they may prof- 
it, though we die. Owing to the behav- 
iour of my double, or, if you please, to 
that public pressure which compelled me 
to employ him, I have plenty of leisure 
to write this communication. 

I an, or rather was, a minister, of the 
Sandemanian connection. I was settled 
in the active, wide-awake town of Nagua- 
davick, on one of the finest water-powers 
in Maine. We used to call it a Western 
town in the heart of the civilization of 


New England. A charming place it was 
and is. <A spirited, brave young parish 
had I; and it seemed as if we might have 
all “the joy of eventful living” to our 
hearts’ content. 

Alas! how little we knew on the day 
of my ordination, and in those haleyon 
moments of our first housekeeping! To 
be the confidential friend in a hundred 
families in the town,—cutting the social 
trifle, as my friend Haliburton says, “ from 
the top of the whipped-syllabub to the 
bottom of the sponge-cake, which is the 
foundation,’—to keep abreast of the 
thought of the age in one’s study, and 
to do one’s best on Sunday to interweave 
that thought with the active life of an ac- 
tive town, and to inspirit both and make 
both infinite by glimpses of the Eternal 
Glory, seemed such an exquisite forelook 
into one’s life! Enough to do, and all so 
real and so grand! If this vision could 
only have lasted! 

The truth is, that this vision was not in 
itself a delusion, nor, indeed, half bright 
enough. If one could only have been left 
to do his own business, the vision would 
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have accomplished itself and brought out 
new paraheliacal visions, each as bright 
as the original. The misery was and is, 
as we found out, I and Polly, before long, 
that, besides the vision, and besides the 
usual human and finite failures in life, 
(such as breaking the old pitcher that 
came over in the * Mayflower,” and put- 
ting into the fire the Alpenstock with 
which her father climbed Mont Blane,) 
— besides these, I say, (imitating the style 
of Robinson Crusoe,) there were pitch- 
forked in on us a great rowen-heap of 
humbugs, handed down from some un- 
known seed-time, in which we were ex- 
pected, and I chiefly, to fulfil certain pub- 
lic functions before the community, of 
the character of those fulfilled by the 
third row of supernumeraries who stand 
behind the Sepoys in the spectacle of the 
“ Cataract of the Ganges.” They were 
the duties, in a word, which one performs 
as member of one or another social class 
or subdivision, wholly distinct from what 
one does as A. by himself A. What in- 
visible power put these functions on me, 
it would be very hard to tell. But such 
power there was and is. And I had not 
been at work a year before I found I 
was living two lives, one real and one 
merely functional,—tor two sets of peo- 
ple, one my parish, whom I loved, and 
the other a vague public, for whom I did 
not care two straws. All this;was in a 
vague notion, which everybody had and 
has, that this second life would event- 
ually bring out some great results, un- 
known at present, to somebody some- 
where. 

Crazed by this duality of life, I first 
read Dr. Wigan on the “ Duality of the 
Brain.” hoping that T could train one side 
of inv head to do these outside jobs, and 
the other to do my intimate and real 
duties. For Richard Greenough once 
told me, that, in studying for the statue 
of Franklin. he found that the left side 
of the great man’s face was philosophic 
and reflective, and the right side funny 
and smiling. If you will go and look at 
the bronze statue, you will find he has 
repeated this observation there for pos- 
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terity. The eastern profile is the portrait 
of the statesman Franklin, the western 
of Poor Richard. But Dr. Wigan does 
not go into these niceties of this subject, 
and I failed. It was then, that, on my 
wife’s suggestion, I resolved to look out 
for a Double. 

I was, at first, singularly successful. 
We happened to be recreating at Staf 
ford Springs that summer. We rode out 
one day, for one of the relaxations of that 
watering-place, to the great Monsonpon 
House. We were passing through one 
of the large halls, when my destiny was 
fulfilled! I saw my man! 

Ile was not shaven. He had on no 
spectacles. He was dressed in a green 
baize roundabout and faded blue over- 
alls, worn sadly at the knee. But I saw 
at once that he was of my height, five 
feet four and a half. He had black hair, 
worn off by his hat. So have and have 
not I. He stooped in walking. So do I. 
His hands were large, and mine. And 
—choicest gift of Fate in all—he had, 
not “a strawberry-mark on his left arm,” 
but a cut from a juvenile brickbat over 
his right eye, slightly affecting the play 
of that eyebrow. Reader, so have I!— 
My fate was sealed ! 

A word with Mr. Holley, one of the 
inspectors, settled the whole thing. It 
proved that this Dennis Shea was a harm- 
less, amiable fellow, of the class known as 
shittless, who had sealed his fate by mar- 
rying a dumb wife, who was at that me 

ment ironing in the laundry. Betore I 
left Stafford, I had hired both for five 
years. We had applied to Judge Pynch- 
on, then the probate judge at Spring- 
field, to change the name of Dennis Shea 
to Frederic Ingham. We had explained 
to the Judge, what was the precise truth, 
that an eccentric gentleman wished to 
adopt Dennis under this new name into 
his family. It never occurred to him that 
Dennis might be more than fourteen 
years old. And thus, to shorten this pref- 
ace, when we returned at night to my 
parsonage at Naguadavick, there entered 
Mrs. Ingham, ber new dumb lJaundress, 
myself, who am Mr. Frederie Ingham, 
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and my double, who was Mr. Frederic 
Ingham by as good right as I. 

Oh, the fun we had the next morning 
in shaving his beard to my pattern, cut- 
ting his hair to match mine, and teaching 
him how to wear and how to take off 
gold-bowed spectacles! Really, they were 
electro-plate, and the glass was plain (for 
the poor fellow’s eyes were excellent). 
Then in four successive afternoons I 
taught him four speeches. I had found 
these would be quite enough for the su- 
pernumerary-Sepoy line of life, and it 
was well for me they were. For though 
he was good-natured, he was very shift- 
less, and it was, as our national proverb 
says, “like pulling teeth” to teach him. 
But at the end of the next week he could 
say, with quite my easy and frisky air,— 

1. “ Very well, thank you. And you?” 
This for an answer to casual salutations. 

2. “Tam very glad you liked it.” 

3. “There has been so much said, and, 
on the whole, so well said, that I will not 
occupy the time.” 

4, “ [ agree, in general, with my friend 
the other side of the room.” 

At first I had a feeling that I was go- 
ing to be at great cost for clothing him. 
But it proved, of course, at once, that, 
whenever he was out, I should be at 
home. And I went, during the bright 
period of his success, to so few of those 
awful pageants which require a black 
dress-coat and what the ungodly call, af- 
ter Mr. Dickens, a white choker, that in 
the happy retreat of my own dressing- 
gowns and jackets my days went by as 
happily and cheaply as those of another 
Thalaba. And Polly declares there was 
never a year when the tailoring cost so 
little. He lived (Dennis, not Thalaba) 
in his wife’s room over the kitchen. THe 
had orders never to show himself at that 
window. When he appeared in the 
front of the house, I retired to my sanc- 
tissimum and my dressing-gown. In 
short, the Dutehman and _ his wife, in the 
old weather-box, had not less to do with 
each other than he and I. He made the 
furnace-fire and split the wood before 
daylight; then he went to sleep again, 
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and slept late; then came for orders, 
with a red silk bandanna tied round his 
head, with his overalls on, and his dress- 
coat and spectacles off. If we happened 
to be interrupted, no one guessed that he 
was Frederic Ingham as well as 1; and, 
in the neighborhood, there grew up an 
impression that the minister’s Irishman 
worked day-times in the factory-village 
at New Coventry. After I had given 
him his orders, I never saw him till the 
next day. 

I launched him by sending him to a 
meeting of the Enlightenment Board. 
The Enlightenment Board consists of 
seventy-four members, of whom sixty- 
seven are necessary to form a quorum. 
One becomes a member under the regu- 
lations laid down in old Judve Dudley’s 
will. I became one by being ordained 
pastor of a church in Naguadavick. You 
see you cannot help yourself, if you would. 
At this particular time we had had four 
successive meetings, averaging four hours 
each,—wholly occupied in whipping ina 
quorum. At the first only eleven men 
were present; at the next, by force of 
three circulars, twenty-seven ; at the 
third, thanks to two days’ canvassing by 
Auchmuty and myself, begging men to 
come, we had sixty. Wali’ the others 
were in Europe. But without a quo- 
rum we could do nothing. All the rest 
of us waited grimly for our four hours, 
and adjourned without any action. At 
the fourth meeting we had flagged, and 
only got fifty-nine together. But on the 
first appearance of my double, — whom I 
sent on this fatal Monday to the fifth 
meeting,— he was the siaty-seventh man 
who entered the room. He was creeted 
with a storm of applause! The poor 
fellow had missed his way,—read the 
street signs ill through his spectacles, 
(very ill, in fact, without them,)—and 
had not dared to inquire, He entered 
the room,—finding the president and 
secretary holding to their chairs two 
judges of the Supreme Court, who were 
also members ex officio, and were beg- 
ging leave to go away. On his entrance 
all was changed. Presto, the by-laws 
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were amended, and the Western proper- 
ty was given away. Nobody stopped to 
converse with him. He voted, as I had 
charged him to do, in every instance, 
with the minority. I won new laurels as 
aman of sense, though a littke unpune- 
tual,—and Dennis, alias Ingham, re- 
turned to the parsonage, astonished to 
see with how little wisdom the world is 
governed. THe cut a few of my parish- 
ioners in the street ; but he had his glass- 
es off, and Lam known to be near-sight- 
ed. Eventually he recognized them 
more readily than I. 

I “set him again” at the exhibition 
of the New Coventry Academy; and 
here he undertook a “speaking part,”— 
as, in my boyish, worldly days, I remem- 
ber the bills used to say of Mile. Céleste. 
We are all trustees of the New Coventry 
Academy ; and there has lately been “a 
good deal of feeling” because the Sande- 
manian trustees did not regularly attend 
the exhibitions. It has been intimated, 
indeed, that the Sandemanians are lean- 
ing towards Free-Will, and that we have, 
therefore, neglected these semi-annual 
exhibitions, while there is no doubt that. 
Auchmuty last year went to Commence- 
ment at Waterville. Now the head mas- 
ter at New Coventry is a real good fel- 
low, who knows a Sanskrit root when he 
sees it, and often cracks etymologies with 
me,—so that, in strictness, | ought to go 
to their exhibitions. But think, reader, 
of sitting through three long July days 
in that Avademy chapel, following the 
programme from 

TuEspay mMorninG. English Composition. 
‘Sunstine.”” Miss Jones. 
round to 

Trio on Three Pianos. Duel from the Op- 
era of “ Midshipman Easy. Marryatt. 
coming in at nine, ‘Tharsday evening ! 
Think of this, reader, for men who know 
the world is trying to go backward, and 
who would give their lives if they could 
help iton! Well! The double had sue- 
ceeded so well at the Board, that I sent 
him to the Academy, (Shade of Plato, 
pardon!) He arrived early on Tuesday, 
when, indeed, few but mothers and clergy- 
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men are generally expected, and returned 
in the evening to us, coyered with honors. 
He had dined at the right hand of the 
chairman, and he spoke in high terms of 
the repast. The chairman had expressed 
his interest in the French conversation. 
“Tam very glad you liked it,” said Den- 
nis; and the poor chainnan, abashed, 
supposed the accent had been wrong. 
At the end of the day, the gentlemen 
present had been called upon for speech- 
es,—the Rev. Frederic Ingham first, as it 
happened; upon which Dennis had risen, 
and had said, “ There has been so much 
said, and, on the whole, so well said, that 
I will not ovcupy the time.” The girls 
were delighted, because Dr. Dabney, the 
year before, had given them at this ocea- 
sion a scolding on impropriety of behavior 
at lyceum lectures. They all declared 
Mx. Ingham was a love,—and so hand- 
some! (Dennis is good-looking.) Three 
of them, with arms behind the others’ 
waists, followed him up to the wagon he 
rode home in; and a little girl with a 
blue sash had been sent to give him a 
rosebud. After this debut in speaking, 
he went to the exhibition for two days 
more, to the mutual satisfaction of all 
concerned. Indeed, Polly reported that 
he had pronounced the trustees’ dinners 
of a higher grade than those of the par- 
sonage. When the next term began, I 
found six of the Academy girls had ob- 
tained permission to come across the riv- 
er and attend our church. But this ar- 
rangement did not long continue. 
After this he went to several Com- 
mencements for me, and ate the dinners 
provided; he sat through three of our 
Quarterly Conventions for me,— always 
voting judiciously, by the simple rule 
mentioned above, of siding with the 
minority. And I, meanwhile, who had 
before been among my 
friends, as holding myself aloof from the 
associations of the body, began to rise in 
everybody’s favor. “ Ingham ’s a good 
fellow,—always on hand”; “ never talks 
much,—but does the right thing at the 
right time”; “is not as unpunctual as he 
used to be,—he comes early, and sits 
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through to the end.” “ He has got over 
his old talkative habit, too. I spoke to a 
friend of his about it once; and I think 
Ingham took it kindly,” ete., ete. 

This voting power of Dennis was par- 
ticularly valuable at the quarterly meet- 
ings of the Proprietors of the Naguadavick 
Ferry. My wife inherited from her fa- 
ther’ some shares in that enterprise, which 
is not yet fully developed, though it doubt- 
less will become a very valuable proper- 
ty. The law of Maine then forbade stock- 
holders to appear by proxy at such meet- 
ings. Polly disliked to go, not being, in 
fact, a “hens’-rights hen,” and trans- 
ferred her stock to me. I, after going 
once, disliked it more than she. But 
Dennis went to the next meeting, and 
liked it very much. He said the arm- 
chairs were good, the collation good, and 
the free rides to stockholders pleasant. 
He was a little frightened when they 
first took him upon one of the ferry-boats, 
but after two or three quarterly meetings 
he became quite brave. 

Thus far I never had any difficulty with 
him. Indeed, being of that type which 
is called shifiless, he was only too happy 
to be told daily what to do, and to be 
charged not to be forthputting or in any 
way original in his discharge of that duty. 
He learned, however, to discriminate be- 
tween the lines of his life, and very much 
preferred these stockholders’ meetings 
and trustees’ dinners and Commencement 
collations to another set of occasions, 
from which he used to beg off most pite- 
ously. Our excellent brother, Dr. Fill- 
mare, had taken a notion at this time 
that our Sandemanian churches needed 
more expression of mutual sympathy. 
He insisted upon it that we were remiss. 
He said, that, if the Bishop came to preach 
at Naguadavick, all the Episcopal clergy 
of the neighborhood were present; if Dr. 
Pond came, all the Congregational cler- 
gymen turned out to hear him; if Dr. 
Nichols, all the Unitarians; and he 
thought we owed it to each other, that, 
whenever there was an occasional ser- 
vice at a Sandemanian church, the other 
brethren ——_ all, if possible, attend. 
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“Tt looked well,” if nothing more. Now 
this really meant that I had not been to 
hear one of Dr. Fillmore’s lectures on the 
Ethnology of Religion. He forgot that he 
did not hear one of my course on the 
“ Sandemanianism of Anselm.” But I 
felt badly when he said it; and after- 
wards I always made Dennis go to hear 
all the brethren preach, when I was not 
preaching myself. This was what he 
took exceptions to—the only thing, as I 
said, which he ever did except to. Now 
came the advantage of his long morning- 
nap, and of the green tea with which 
Polly supplied the kitchen. But he would 
plead, so humbly, to be let off, only from 
one or two! I never excepted him, how- 
ever. I knew the lectures were of value, 
and I thought it best he should be able 
to keep the connection. 

Polly is more rash than I am, as the 
reader has observed in the outset of this 
memoir. She risked Dennis one night 
under the eyes of her own sex. Governor 
Gorges had always been very kind to us}; 
and when he gave his great annual party 
to the town, asked us. I confess I hated 
to go. I was deep in the new volume of 
Pfeiffer’s “ Mystics,” which Haliburton 
had just sent me from Boston. “But how 
rude,” said Polly, * not to return the Gov- 
ernor’s civility and Mrs. Gorges’s, when 
they will be sure to ask why you are 
away!” Still ] demurred, and at last she, 
with the wit of Eve and of Semiramis 
conjoined, let me off by saying, that, if I 
would go in with her, and sustain the ini- 
tial conversations with the Governor and 
the ladies staying there, she would risk 
Dennis for the rest of the evening. And 
that was just what we did. She took 
Dennis in training all that afternoon, in- 
structed him in fashionable conversation, 
cautioned him against the temptations of 
the supper-table—and at nine in the 
evening he drove us all down in the carry- 
all. I made the grand star-entrée with 
Polly and the pretty Walton girls, who 
were staying with us. We had put Den- 
nis into a great rough top-coat, without his 
glasses,— and the girls never dreamed, 
in the darkness, of looking at him. He 
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sat in the earriage, at the door, while we 
entered. I did the agreeable to Mrs. 
Gorges, was introduced to her niece, Miss 
Fernanda,—I complimented Judge Jef- 
fries on his decision in the great case of 
D’Aulnay vs. Laconia Mining Co.,—I 
stepped into the dressing-room for a mo- 
ment,—stepped out for another,—walked 
home, after a nod with Dennis, and ty- 
ing the horse to a pump;—and while I 
walked home, Mr. Frederic Ingham, my 
double, stepped in through the library 
into the Gorges’s grand saloon. 

Oh! Polly died of laughing as she 
told me of it at midnight! And even 
here, where I have to teach my hands to 
hew the beech for stakes to fence our 
cave, she dies of laughing as she recalls 
it,—and says that single occasion was 
worth all we have paid for it. Gallant 
Eve that she is! She joined Dennis at 
the library-door, and in an instant pre- 
sented him to Dr. Ochterlong, from Balti- 
more, who was on a visit in town, and 
was talking with her, as Dennis came in. 
“Mr. Ingham would like to hear what 
you were telling us about your success 
among the German population.” And 
Dennis bowed and said, in spite of a 
scowl from Polly, “I’m very glad you 
liked it.” But Dr. Ochterlong did not 
observe, and plunged into the tide of ex- 
planation,— Dennis listening like a prime- 
minister, and bowing like a mandarin,— 
which is, I suppose, the same thing. Pol- 
ly declared it was just like Haliburton’s 
Latin conversation with the Hungarian 
minister, of which he is very fond of tell- 
ing. “Queene sit historia Reformationis 
in Ungarié?” quoth Haliburton, after 
some thought. And his confrére replied 
gallantly, “Jn seculo decimo tertio,” ete., 
ete., ete.; and from decimo tertio * to the 
nineteenth century and a half lasted till 
the oysters came. So was it that before 
Dr. Ochterlong came to the “ success,” 
or near it, Governor Gorges came to Den- 


* Which means, “In the thirteenth centu- 
ry,” my dear little bell-and-coral reader. 
You have rightly guessed that the question 
means, “ What is the history of the Reforma- 
tion in Hungary?” 
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nis and asked him to hand Mrs. Jeffries 
down to supper, a request which he heard 
with great joy. 

Polly was skipping round the room, I 
guess, gay as a lark. Auchmuty came 
to her “in pity for poor Ingham,” who 
was so bored by the stupid pundit,—and 
Auchmuty could not understand why I 
stood it so long. But when Dennis took 
Mrs. Jeffries down, Polly could not resist 
standing near them. Te was a little flus- 
tered, till the sight of the eatables and 
drinkables gave him the same Mercian 
courage which it gave Diggory. A little 
excited then, he attempted one or two of 
his speeches to the Judge’s lady. But 
little he knew how hard it was to get in 
even a promptu there edgewise. “ Very 
well, I thank you,” said he, after the eat- 
ing elements were adjusted ; “and you?” 
And then did not he have to hear about 
the mumps, and the measles, and arnica, 
and belladonna, and chamomile-flower, 
and dodecathem, till she changed oysters 
for salad,—and then about the old prac- 
tice and the new, and what her sister 
said, and what her sister’s friend said, 
and what the physician to her sister’s 
friend said, and then what was said by 
the brother of the sister of the physician 
of the friend of her sister, exactly as if 
it had been in Ollendorff? There was a 
moment’s pause, as she declined Cham- 
pagne. “J am very glad you liked it,” 
said Dennis again, which he never should 
have said, but to one who complimented 
asermon. ‘Oh! you are so sharp, Mr. 
Ingham! No! I never drink any wine 
at all_—except sometimes in summer a 
little currant spirits,—from our own cur- 
rants, you know. My own mother,— 
that is, I call her my own mother, because, 
you know, I do not remember,” ete., ete., 
ete. ; till they came to the candied orange 
at the end of the feast,—when Dennis, 
rather confused, thought he must say 
something, and tried No. 4,—‘TI agree, 
in general, with my friend the other side 
of the room,’—which he never should 
have said but at a public meeting. But 
Mrs. Jeffries, who never listens expecting 
to understand, caught him up instantly 
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with, “ Well, I’m sure my husband re- 
turns the compliment; he always agrees 
with you,—though we do worship with 
the Methodists ;— but you know, Mr. 
Ingham,” ete., ete, ete., till the move 
was made up-stsirs;—and as Dennis 
led her through the hall, he was scarcely 
understood by any but Polly, as he said, 
“ There has been so much said, and, on 
the whole, so well said, that I will not 
occupy the tine.” 

His great resource the rest of the even- 
ing was, standing in the library, carrying 
on animated conversations with one and 
another in much ihe same way. Polly 
had initiated him in the mysteries of a 
discovery of mine, that it is not necessary 
to finish your sentences in a crowd, but 
by a sort of mumble, omitting sibilants 
and dentals. This, indeed, if your words 
fail you, answers even in public extem- 
pore speech,— but better where other 
talking is going on. Thius,—* We missed 
you at the Natural-[istory Society, Ing- 
ham.” Ingham replies,—* I am very gli- 

; gloglum, that is. thar you were mmmmm.” 

By gradually dropping the voice, the in- 
terlocutor is compelled to supply the an- 
swer. “ Mrs. Ingham, | hope your friend 
Augusta is better.” Auvusta has not 
been ill. Polly cannot think of explain- 
ing, however, and answers—* Thank 
you, Ma’am; she is very rearason wewah- 
wewoh,” in lower and lower tones. And 
Mrs. Throckmorton, who forgot the sub- 
ject of which she spoke, as soon as she 
asked the question, is quite satisfied. 
Dennis could see into the card-room, and 
came to Polly to ask if he might not go 
and play all-fours. 
sternly refised. At midnicht they came 
home delighted,—Polly, as T said, wild 
to tell me the story ef victory; only both 
the pretty Walton girls said—* Cousin 
Frederic, you did not come near me all 
the evening.” 

We always called him Dennis at home, 
for convenience, thongh his real name 
was Frederic Ingham, as I] have ex- 
plained. When the election-day came 
round, however, I found that by some 
accident there was only one Frederic 


But, of course, she 
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Ingham’s name on the voting-list; and, 
as I was quite busy that day in writing 
some foreign letters to Halle, I thought I 
would forego my privilege of suffrage, 
and stay quietly at home, telling Dennis 
that he might use the record on the vot- 
ing-list and vote. I gave him a ticket, 
which I told him he might use, if he liked 
to. That was that very sharp election 
in Maine which the readers of the “ At- 
lantic” so well remember, and it had 
been intimated in public that the minis- 
ters would do well not to appear at the 
polls. Of course, after that, we had to 
appear by self or proxy. Still, Nagua- 
davick was not then a city, and_ this 
standing in a double queue at town- 
meeting several hours to vote was a 
bore of the first water; and so, when I 
found that there was but one Frederie 
Ingham on the list, and that one of us 
must give up, I staid at home and finish- 
ed the letters, (which, indeed, procured 
for Fothergill his coveted appointment 
of Professor of Astronomy at Leaven- 
worth,) and I gave Dennis, as we called 
him, the chance. Something in the mat- 
ter gave a good deal of popularity to the 
Frederic Ingham name; and at the ad- 
journed election, next week, Frederic 
Ingham was chosen to the legislature. 
Whether this was I or Dennis, I never 
really knew. My friends seemed to 
think it was I; but I felt, that, as Dennis 
had done the popular thing, he was en- 
titled to the honor; so 1 sent him to 
Augusta when the time came, and he 
took the oaths. And a very valuable 
member he made. They appointed him 
on the Committee on Parishes; but I 
wrote a letter for him, resigning, on.the 
ground that he took an interest in our 
claim to the stumpage in the minister’s 
sixteenths of Gore A, next No. 7, in 
the 10th Range. Ife never made any 
speeches, and always voted with the mi- 
nority, which was what he was sent to 
do. He made me and himself a great 
many good friends, some of whom I did 
not afterwards recognize as quickly as 
Dennis did my parishioners. On one or 
two occasions, when there was wood to 
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saw at home, I kept him at home; but 
I took those occasions to go to Augusta 
myself. Finding myself’ often in his 
vacant seat at these times, 1 watched 
the proceedings with a good deal of care ; 
and once was so much excited that I de- 
livered my somewhat celebrated speech 
on the Central School-District question, 
a speech of which the “ State of Maine” 
printed some extra copies. I believe 
there is no formal rule permitting stran- 
gers to speak ; but no one objected. 

Dennis himself, as I said, never spoke 
at all. But our experience this session led 
me to think, that, if, by some such “ gen- 
eral understanding” as the reports speak 
of in legislation daily, every member of 
Congress might leave a double to sit 
through those deadly sessions and an- 
swer to roll-calls and do the legitimate 
party-voting, which appears stereotyped 
in the regular list of Ashe, Bocock, Black, 
ete., we should gain decidedly in work- 
ing-power. As things stand, the saddest 
State prison I ever visit is that Repre- 
sentatives’ Chamber in Washington. If 
a man leaves for an hour, twenty “ cor- 
respondents” may be howling, “ Where 
was Mr. Pendergrast when the Oregon 
bill passed?” And if poor Pendergrast 
stays there! Certainly, the worst use you 
can make of a man is to put him in 
prison ! 

I know, indeed, that public men of the 
highest rank have resorted to this expe- 
dient long ago. Dumas’s novel of the 
“Tron Mask” turns on the brutal impris- 
onment of Louis the Fourteenth’s double. 
There seems little Joubt, in our own his- 
tory, that it was the real General Pierce 
who shed tears when the delegate from 
Lawrence explained to him the suffer- 
ings of the people there,—and only Gen- 
eral Pierce’s double who had given the 
orders for the assault on that town, which 
was invaded the next day. My charm- 
ing friend, George Withers, has, I am 
almost sure, a double, who preaches his 
afternoon sermons for him. This is the 
reason that the theology often varies so 
from that of the forenoon. But. that 
double is almost as charming as the orig- 
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inal. Some of the most well-defined 
men, who stand out most prominently 
on the background of history, are in this 
way stereoscopic men, who owe their 
distinct relief to the slivht differences be- 
tween the doubles. All this I know. My 
present suggestion is simply the great ex- 
tension of the system, so that all public 
machine-work may be done by it. 

But I see I loiter on my story, which is 
rushing to the plunge. Let me stop an 
instant more, however, to recall, were it 
only to myself, that charming year while 
all was yet well. After the double had 
become a matter of course, for near- 
ly twelve months before he undid me, 
what a year it was! Full of active life, 
full of happy love, of the hardest work, 
of the sweetest sleep, and the fulfilment 
of so many of the fresh aspirations and 
dreams of boyhood! Dennis went to 
every school-committee meeting, and sat 
through all those late wranglings which 
used to keep me up till midnight and 
awake till morning. He attended all 
the lectures to which foreign exiles sent 
me tickets begging me to come for the 
love of Heaven and of Bohemia. He 
accepted and used all the tickets for 
charity concerts which were sent to me. 
He appeared everywhere where it was 
specially desirable that “ our denomina- 
tion,” or “our party,” or “our class,” or 
“our family,” or “our street,” or “our 
town,” or “our county,” or “our State,” 
should be fully represented. And I fell 
back to that charming life which in boy- 
hood one dreams of, when he supposes 
he shall do his own duty and make his 
own sacrifices, without being tied up with 
those of other people. My rusty San- 
skrit, Arabic, Hebrew, Greek, Latin, 
French, Italian, Spanish, German, and 
English began to take polish. Heavens! 
how little I had done with them while 
T attended to my public duties! My calls 
on my parishioners became the friendly, 
frequent, homelike sociabilities they were 
meant to be, instead of the hard work of 
a man goaded to desperation by the sight 
of his lists of arrears. And preaching ! 
what a luxury preaching wes when I 
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had on Sunday the whole result of an 
individual, personal week, from which to 
speak to a people whom all that week I 
had been meeting as hand-to-hand friend ! 
I never tired on Sunday, and was in con- 
dition to leave the sermon at home, if I 
chose, and preach it extempore, as all 
men should do always. Indeed, I won- 
der, when I think that a sensible people, 
like ours,—really more attached to their 
clergy than they were in the lost days, 
when the Mathers and Nortons were 
noblemen,— should choose to neutralize 
so much of their ministers’ lives, and de- 
stroy so much of their early training, by 
this undefined passion for seeing them 
in public. It springs from our balancing 
of sects. Ifa spirited Episcopalian takes 
an interest in the alms-house, and is put 
on the Poor Board, every other denomi- 
nation must have a minister there, lest 
the poor-house be changed into St. Paul’s 
Cathedral. If a Sandemanian is chosen 
president of the Young Men’s Library, 
there must be a Methodist vice-president 
and a Baptist secretary. And if a Uni- 
versalist Sunday-School Convention col- 
lects five hundred delegates, the next 
Congregationalist Sabbath-School Con- 
ference must be as large, “lest ‘ they "— 
whoever they may be—should think 
‘“we’—whoever we may be —are going 
down.” 

Freed from these necessities, that hap- 
py year, I began to know my wife by 
sight. We saw each other sometimes. 
In those long mornings, when Dennis 
was in the study explaining to map-ped- 
dlers that I had eleven maps of Jerusa- 
lem already, and to school-book agents 
that I would see them hanged before I 
would be bribed to introduce their text- 
books into the schools;—she and I were 
at work together, as in those old dreamy 
days,—and in these of our log-cabin 
again. But all this could not last,—and 
at length poor Dennis, my double, over- 
tasked in turn, undid me. 

It was thus it happened.—There is 
an excellent fellow,— once a minister,— I 
will call him Isaaes,— who deserves well 
of the bia till he dies, and after, — be- 
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cause he once, in a real exigency, did 
the right thing, in the right way, at the 
right time, as no other man could do it. 
In the world’s great football match, the 
ball by chance found him loitering on the 
outside of the field; he closed with it, 
“camped” it, charged it home, — yes, 
right through the other side,—not dis- 
turbed, not frightened by his own success, 
—and breathless found himself a ‘great 
man,—as the Great Delta rang applause. 
But he did not find himself a rich man ; 
and the football has never come in his 
way again. From that moment to this 
moment he has been of no use, that one 
can see, at all. Still, for that great act 
we speak of Isaacs gratefully and remem- 
ber him kindly ; and he forges on, hoping 
to meet the football somewhere again. 
In that vague hope, he had arranged a 
“ movement” for a general organization 
of the human family into Debating- 
Clubs, County Societies, State Unions, 
ete., ete., with a view of inducing all 
children to take hold of the handles of 
their knives and forks, instead of the 
metal. Children have bad habits in that 
way. The movement, of course, was ab- 
surd ; but we all did our best to forward, 
not it, but him. It came time for the 
annual county-meeting on this subject to 
be held at Naguadavick. Isaacs came 
round, good fellow! to arrange for it,— 
got the town-hall, got the Governor to 
preside, (the saint!—he ought to haye 
triplet doubles provided him by law.) 
and then came to get me to speak. * No,” 
I said, “ I would not speak, if ten Gover- 
nors presided. I do =ot believe in the 
enterprise. If I spoke, it should be to 
say children should take hold of the 
prongs of the forks and the blades of 
the knives. I would subscribe ten dol- 
lars, but I would not speak a mill.” So 
poor Isaacs went his way, sadly, to coax 
Auchmuty to speak, and Delafield. I 
went out. Not long after, he came back, 
and told Polly that they had promised to 
speak,—the Governor would speak,—and 
he himself would close with the quarterly 
report, and some interesting anecdotes 
regarding Miss Biffin’s way of handling 
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her knife and Mr. Nellis’s way of footing 
his fork. “ Now if Mr. Ingham will only 
come and sit on the platform, he need 
not say one word; but it will show well 
in the paper,—it will show that the San- 
demanians take as much interest in the 
movement as the Armenians or the Mes- 
opotamians, and will be a great favor 
to me.” Polly, good soul! was tempted, 
and she promised. She knew Mrs. Isaacs 
was starving, and the babies,—she knew 
Dennis was at home,—and she promis- 
ed! Night came, and I returned. I 
heard her story. I was sorry. I doubted. 
But Polly had promised to beg me, and 
I dared all! I told Dennis to hold his 
peace, under all circumstances, and sent 
him down. 

It was not half an hour more before he 
returned, wild with excitement,—in a 
perfect Irish fury,—which it was long 
before I understood. But I knew at once 
that he had undone me! 

What happened was this. —The audi- 
ence got together, attracted by Governor 
Gorges’s name. There were a thousand 
people. Poor Gorges was late from Au- 
gusta. They became impatient. He 
came in direct from the train at last, re- 
ally ignorant of the object of the meeting. 
He opened it in the fewest possible words, 
and said other gentlemen were present 
who would entertain them better than 
he. The audience were disappointed, 
but waited. The Governor, prompted by 
Isaacs, said, “ The Honorable Mr. Dela- 
field will address you.” Delafield had 
forgotten the knives and forks, and was 
playing the Ruy Lopez opening at the 
chess-club. “The Rev. Mr. Auchmuty 
will address you.” Auchmuty had prom- 
ised to speak late, and was at the school- 
committee. “ I see Dr. Stearns in the hall; 
perhaps he will say a word.” Dr. Stearns 
said he had come to listen and not to 
speak. The Governor and Isaacs whis- 
pered. The Governor looked at Dennis, 
who was resplendent on the platform; 
but Isaacs, to give him his due, shook 
his head. But the look was enouch. A 
miserable lad, ill-bred, who had once 
been in Boston, thought it would sound 
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-well to call for me, and peeped out, “ Ing- 
ham!” A few more wretches cried, “ Ing- 
ham! Ingham!” Still Isaacs was firm ; 
but the Governor, anxious, indeed, to 
prevent a row, knew I would say some- 
thing, and said, “ Our friend Mr. Ing- 
ham is always prepared,—and though 
we had not relied upon him, he will say 
a word, perhaps.” Applause followed, 
which turned Dennis’s head. He rose, 
fluttered, and tried No. 3: “ There has 
been so much said, and, on the whole, 
so well said, that I will not longer occu- 
py the time !” and sat down, looking for 
his hat; for things seemed squally. But 
the people cried, “ Go on! go on!” and 
some applauded. Dennis, still confused, 
but flattered by the applause, to which 
neither he nor I are used, rose again, 
and this time tried No. 2: “I am very 
glad you liked it!” in a sonorous, clear 
delivery. My best friends stared. All 
the people who did not know me person- 
ally yelled with delight at the aspect of 
the evening; the Governor was beside 
himself, and poor Isaacs thought he was 
undone! Alas, it was I! A boy in the 
gallery cried in a loud tone, “It’s all an 
infernal humbug,” just as Dennis, way- 
ing his hand, commanded silence, and 
tried No. 4: “I agree, in general, with 
my friend the other side of the room.” 
The poor Governor doubted his senses, 
and crossed to stop him,—not in time, 
however. The same gallery-boy shouted, 
“ How’s your mother ?”—and Dennis, 
now completely lost, tried, as his last shot, 
No. 1, vainly: “ Very well, thank you; 
and you?” 

I think I must have been undone al- 
ready. But Dennis, like another Lock- 
hard, chose “to make sicker.” The au- 
dience rose in a whirl of amazement, 
rage, and sorrow. Some other imperti- 
nence, aimed at Dennis, broke all re- 
straint, and, in pure Irish, he delivered 
himself of an address to the gallery, in- 
viting any person who wished to fight to 
come down and do so,—stating, that they 
were all dogs and cowards and the sons 
of dogs and cowards,— that he would take 


any five of them single-handed. “ Shure, 
* 
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I have said all his Riverence and the 
Misthress bade me say,” cried he, in defi- 
ance; and, seizing the Governor’s cane 
from his hand, brandished it, quarter- 
staff fashion, above his head. Ile was, 
indeed, got from the hall only with the 
greatest difficulty by the Governor, the 
City Marshal, who had been called in, 
and the Superintendent of my Sunday- 
School. 

The universal impression, of course, 
was, that the Rev. Frederic Ingham had 
lost all command of himself’ in some of 
those haunts of intoxication which for 
fifteen years I have been laboring to de- 
stroy. Till this moment, indeed, that is 
the impression in Naguadavick. This 
number of the “Atlantic” will relieve 
from it a hundred friends of mine who 
have been sadly wounded by that no- 
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tion now for years;—but I shall not 
be likely ever to show my head there 
again. 

No! My double has undone me. 

We left town at seven the next morn- 
ing. Icame to No. 9, in the Third Range, 
and settled on the Minister’s Lot. In the 
new towns in Maine, the first settled min- 
ister has a gift of a hundred acres of 
land. I am the first settled minister in 
No. 9. My wife and little Paulina are 
my parish. We raise corn enough to 
live on in summer. We kill bear’s meat 
enough to carbonize it in winter. I work 
on steadily on my “ Traces of Sande- 
manianism in the Sixth and Seventh 
Centuries,” which I hope to persuade 
Phillips, Sampson, & Co. to publish next 
year. We are very happy, but the world 
thinks we are undone. 


THE SINGER. 


A sTAR into our twilight fell, 

*Mong peasant homes in vales remote ; 
Men marvelled not till all the dell 

Was waked as by a bugle-note. 


They wondered at the wild-eyed boy, 

And drank his song like draughts of wine ; 
And yet, amid their new-born joy, 

They bade him tend the herds and swine. 


But he knew neither swine nor herds,— 
His shepherd soul was otherwhere ; 

The flocks he tended were the birds, 
And stars that fill the folds of air. 


To sweeter song the wind would melt 
That fanned him with its perfumed wing ; 
Flowers thronged his path as if they felt 
The warm and flashing feet of Spring. 


The brooklet flung its ringlets wide, 
And leapt to him, and kept his pace — 
Sang when he sang, and when he sighed, 
Turned up to him its starry face. 
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Through many a dawn and noon and night, 
The singing boy still kept his course ; 
For in his heart that meteor light 
Still burned with all its natal force. 


He sang,—nor cherished thought of care,— 
As when, upon the garden-vine, 

A blue-bird thrills the April air, 
Regardless of the herds and swine. 


The children in their May-time plays, 
The maidens in their rosy hours, 
And matrons in their autumn days, 
All heard and flung him praise or flowers. 


And Age, to chimney-nooks beguiled, 
Caught the sweet music’s tender closes, 
And, gazing on the embers, smiled 
As on a bed of summer roses. 


And many a heart, by hope forsook, 
Received his song through depths of pain, 
As the dry channels of a brook 
The freshness of a summer rain. 


But when he looked for house or bread, 
The stewards of earth’s oil and wine 
Shook sternly the reproving head, 
And bade him tend the herds and swine ! 


He strayed into the harvest plains, 
And ‘nid the sultry windrows sung, 

Till glowing girls and swarthy swains 
Caught music from his charméd tongue,— 


Caught music that from heart to brain 
Went thrilling with delicious measure, 

Till toil, which late had seemed a pain, 
Became a sweet Arcadian pleasure. 


The farmer, at the day’s decline, 
Sat listening till the eve was late; 
Then, offering neither bread nor wine, 
Arose, and barred the outer gate,— 


And said, “ Would you have where to sleep 
On wholesome straw, good brother mine, 

You need but plow, and sow, and reap, 
And daily tend the herds and swine.” 
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The poet’s locks shook out reply ; 

Ie turned him gayly down the rill; 
Yet left a light which shall not die, 

A sunshine on the farmer’s sill. 


Tle strewed the vale with flowers of song; 
Ife filled the homes with lighter grace, 
Which round those hearth-stones lingered long, 
And still makes beautiful the place. 


The country, hamlet, and the town 
Grew wiser, better, for his songs ; — 
The roaring city could not drown 
The voice that to the world belongs. 


To beds of pain, to rooms of death, 
The soft and solemn music stole, 

And soothed the dying with its breath, 
And passed into the mourner’s soul. 


And yet what was the poet’s meed ? 
Such, Bard of Alloway, was thine ! 

The soul that sings, the heart must bleed, 
Or tend the common herds and swine. 


The nation heard his patriot lays, 
And rung them, like an anthem, round, 
Till Freedom waved her branch of bays, 
Wherewith the world shall yet be crowned. 


His war-songs fired the battle-host, 
Tis mottoes on their banners burned ; 
And when the foe had fled the coast, 
Wild, with his songs the troops returned. 


Then at the feast’s triumphal board, 

His thrilling musie cheered the wine ;— 
But when the singer asked reward, 

They pointed to the herds and swine. 


“What! he a bard? Then bid him go 
And beg,—it is the poet’s trade ! 
Dan Homer was the first to show 
The rank for which the bards were made! 


“ A living bard! What’s he to us ? 
A bard, to live, must first be dead! 
And when he dies, we may discuss 
To whom belongs the poet's head!” 


[September, 
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*Neath suns that burn, through storms that drench, 
He went, an outcast from his birth, 

Still singing,— for they could not quench 
The fire that was not born of earth. 
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At last, behind cold prison-bars, 
By colder natures unforgiven, 

His frail dust starved! but ‘mid the stars 
His spirit found its native heaven. 


Now, when a meteor-spark, forlorn, 
‘ Descends upon its fiery wing, 
I sigh to think a soul is born, 
Perchance, to suffer and to sing :— 


Tts own heart a consuming pyre 
Of flame, to brighten and refine :— 
A singer, in the starry choir, 
That will not tend the herds and swine. 


THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 


WHAT HE SAID, WHAT HE HEARD, AND WHAT HE SAW. 


One of our boarders—perhaps more 
than one was concerned in it—sent in 
some questions to me, the other day, 
which, trivial as some of them are, I felt 
bound to answer. . 

1.— Whether a lady was ever known 
to write a letter covering only a single 
page ? 

To this I answered, that there was a 
case on record where a lady had but half 
a sheet of paper and no envelope ; and be- 
ing obliged to seud through the post-office, 
she covered only one side of the paper 
(crosswise, lengthwise, and diagonally). 

2.— What constitutes a man a gentle- 
man ? 

To this I gave several answers, adapt- 
ed to particular classes of questions. 

a. Not trying to be a gentleman. 

b. Self-respect underlying courtesy. 

c. Knowledge and observance of the 
fitness of things in social intercourse. 

d. &. s. d. (as many suppose.) 


8.— Whether face or figure is most at- 
tractive in the female sex ? 

Answered in the following epigram, by 
a young man about town :— 

Quoth Tom, * Though fair her features be, 

It is her figure pleases me.” 

“ What may her figure be?’ T eried. 

© One hundred thousand!" he replied. 

When this was read to the boarders, 
the young man John said he should like 
a chance to “ step up” to a figger of that 
kind, if the girl was one of the right sort. 

The landlady said them that merried 
for money didn’t deserve the blessin’ of a 
good wife. Money was a great thing 
when them that had it made a good use 
of it. She had seen better days herself, 
and knew what it was never to want for 
anything. One of her cousins merried a 
very rich old gentleman, and she had 
heerd that he said he lived ten year long- 
er than if he’d staid by himself without 
anybody to take care of him. There was 
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nothin’ like a wife for nussin’ sick folks 
and them that couldn’t take care of them- 
selves. 

The young man John got off a little 
wink, and pointed slyly with his thumb in 
the direction of our diminutive friend, for 
whom he seemed to think this speech was 
intended. 

If it was meant for him, he didn’t ap- 
pear to know that it was. Indeed, he 
seems somewhat listless of late, except 
when the conversation falls upon one of 
those larger topics that specially interest 
him, and then he grows excited, speaks 
loud and fast, sometimes almost savage- 
ly,—and, I have noticed once or twice, 
presses his left hand to his right side, as 
if there were something that ached, or 
weighed, or throbbed in that region. 

While he speaks in this way, the gen- 
eral conversation is interrupted, and we 
all listen to him. Iris looks steadily in his 
face, and then he will turn as if magnet- 
ized and meet the amber eyes with his 
own melancholy gaze. I do believe that 
they have some kind of understanding 
together, that they meet elsewhere than 
at our table, and that there is a mystery, 
which is going to break upon us all of a 
sudden, involving the relations of these 
two persons. T'rom the very first, they 
have taken to each other. The one thing 
they have in common is the heroic will. 
Tn hin, it shows itself in thinking his way 
straightforward, in doing battle for “ free 
trade and no right of search” on the high 
seas of religious controversy, and espe- 
cially in fighting the battles of his crook- 
ed old city. In her, it is standing up for 
her little friend with the most queenly 
disregard of the code of boarding-house 
etiquette. People may say or look what 
they like, —she will have her way about 
this sentiment of hers. 

The poor relation is in a dreadful fidg- 
et whenever the little gentleman says 
anything that interferes with her own in- 
fallibility. She seems to think Faith must 
go with her face tied up, as if she had the 
toothache,— and that if she opens her 
mouth to the quarter the wind blows 
from, she will catch her “death o’ cold.” 
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The landlady: herself came to him one 
day, as I have found out, and tried to 
persuade him to hold his tongue. —The 
boarders was gettin’ uneasy,— she said,— 
and some of ’em would-go, she mistrusted, 
if he talked any more about things that 
belonged to the ministers to settle. She 
was a poor woman, that had known bet- 
ter days, but all her livin’ depended on 
her boarders, and she was sure there 
wasn’t any of ’em she set so much by as 
she did by him; but there was them that 
never liked to hear about such things, 
except on Sundays. 

The little gentleman looked very smil- 

ing at the landlady, who smiled even 
more cordially in return, and adjusted 
her cap-ribbon with an unconscious moye- 
ment,—a reminiscence of the long-past 
pairing-time, when she had smoothed her 
locks and softened her voice, and won her 
mate by these and other bird-like graces. 
—My dear Madam,—he said, —T will 
remember your interests, and speak only 
of matters to which T am totally indiffer- 
ent.—I don’t doubt he meant this; but a 
day or two after, something stirred him 
up, and I heard his voice uttering itself 
aloud, thus : — 
Tt must be done, Sir!—he was 
saying,—it must be done! Our religion 
has been Judaized, it has been Roman- 
ized, it has been Orientalized, it has been 
Anglicized, and the time is at hand when 
it must be AMERICANIZED! Now, Sir, 
you sce what Americanizing is in poli- 
tics ;—it means that a man shall have a 
vote because he is a man—and shall vote 
for whom he pleases, without his neigh- 
bor’s interference. If he chooses to vote 
for the Devil, that is his lookout ;—per- 
haps he thinks the Devil is better than 
the other candidates; and T don’t doubt 
he’s often right, Sir! Just so a man’s 
soul has a vote in the spiritual communi- 
ty; and it doesn’t do, Sir, or it won’t do 
long, to call him “ schismatie” and “here- 
tic” and those other wicked names that 
the old murderous Inquisitors have left 
us to help along “ peace and good-will to 
men”! 

As long as you could catch a man and 
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drop him into an oublictte, or pull him out 
a few inches longer by machinery, or put 
a hot iron through his tongue, or make 
him climb up a ladder and sit on a board 
at the top of a stake so that he should be 
slowly broiled by the fire kindled round 
it, there was some sense in these words ; 
they led to something. But since we 
have done with those tools, we had bet- 
ter give up those words. I should like 
to see a Yankee advertisement like this! 
— (the little gentleman laughed fiercely 
as he uttered the words,—) 

Patent thuimb-screws, warranted 
to crush the bone in three turns. 

The cast-iron boot, with wedge 
and mallet,—only five dollars! 

The celebrated extension-rack, 
warranted to stretch a man six inches in 
twenty minutes,—money returned, if it 
proves unsatisfactory. 

I should like to see such an advyertise- 
ment, I say, Sir! Now, what’s the use 
of using the words that belonged with 
the thumb-screws, and the Blessed Virgin 
with the knives under her petticoats and 
sleeves and bodice, and the dry pan and 
gradual fire, if we can’t have the things 
themselves, Sir? What’s the use of paint- 
ing the fire round a poor fellow, when 
you think it won’t do to kindle one under 
him,—as they did at Valencia or Valla- 
dolid, or wherever it was 2? 

What story is that ?—T said. 

Why,—he answered,—at the last auto- 
da-fe, in 1824 or ’5, or somewhere there, 
—it’s a traveller's story, but a mighty 
knowing traveller he is,—they had a 
“heretic” to use up according to the 
statutes provided for the crime of private 
opinion, They couldn’t quite make up 
their minds to burn him, so they only 
hung him in a hogshead painted all over 
with flames ! 

No, Sir! when a man calls you names 
because you go to the ballot-box and vote 
for your candidate, or because you say 
this or that is your opinion, he forgets in 
which half of the world he was born, 
Sir! It won’t be long, Sir, before we 
have Americanized religion as we have 
Americanized government; and then, Sir, 
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every soul God sends into the world will 
be good in the face of all men for just so 
much of His “inspiration” as “giveth him 
understanding” !— None of my words, 
Sir! none of my words! 

[f Iris does not love this little 
gentleman, what does love look like when 
one sees it? She follows him with her 
eyes, she leans over toward him when he 
speaks, her face changes with the changes 
of his speech, so that one might think it 
was with her as with Christabel,— 


That all her features were resigned 

To this sole image in her mind. 
But she never looks at him with such in- 
tensity of devotion as when he says any- 
thing about the soul and the soul’s atmos- 
phere, religion. 

Women are twice as religions as men; 
—all the world knows that. Whether 
they are any better, in the eyes of Abso- 
lute Justice, might be questioned ; for the 
additional religious element supplied by 
sex hardly seems to be a matter of praise 
or blame. But in all common aspects 
they are so much above us that we get 
most of our religion from them,—from 
their teachings, from their example, — 
above all, from their pure affections. 

Now this poor little Iris had been talk- 
ed to strangely in her childhood. Espe- 
cially she had been told that she hated all 
good things, — which every sensible par- 
ent knows well enough is not true of a 
great many children, to say the least. I 
have sometimes questioned whether many 
libels on human nature had not been a 
natural consequence of the celibacy of 
the clergy, which was enforced for so 
long a period. 

The child had met this and some oth- 
er equally encouraging statements as to 
her spiritual conditions, early in life, and 
fought the battle of spiritual indepen- 
dence prematurely, as many children do. 
Tf all she did was hateful to God, what 
was the meaning of the approving or else 
the disapproving conscience, when she 
had done “right” or “wrong”? No 
“shoulder-striker ” hits out straighter than 
a child with its logie. Why, I can re- 
member lying in my bed in the nursery 
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and settling questions which all that I 
have heard since and got out of books 
has never been able to raise again. If 
a child does not assert itself in this way 
in good season, it becomes just what its 
parents or teachers were, and is no bet- 
ter than a plaster image.— How old was 
I at the time? I suppose about 5823 
years old,—that is, counting from Arch- 
bishop Usher’s date of the Creation, and 
adding the life of the race, whose accn- 
mulated intelligence is a part of my in- 
heritance, to my own. A good deal older 
than Plato, you see, and much more ex- 
perienced than my Lord Bacon and most 
of the world’s teachers. — Old books are 
books of the world’s youth, and new 
books are fruits of its age. How many 
of all these old folios round me are like 
so many old cupels!| The gold has pass- 
ed out of them long ago, but their pores 
are full of the dross with which it was 
mingled. 

And so Iris—having thrown off that 
first lasso, which not only fetters, but 
chokes those whom it can hold, so that 
they give themselves up trembling and 
breathless to the great soul-subduer, who 
has them by the windpipe —had settled 
a brief creed for herself, in which love of 
the neighbor, whom we have seen, was 
the first article, and love of the Creator, 
whom we have not scen, grew out of this 
as its natural development, being neces- 
sarily second in order of time to the first 
unselfish emotions which we feel for the 
fellow-creatures who surround us in our 
early years. 

The child must have some place to 
worship. What would a young girl be 
who never mingled her voice with the 
songs and prayers that rose all around 
her with every returning day of rest? 
And Tris was free to choose. Sometimes 
one and sometimes another would offer 
to carry her to this or that place of wor- 
ship; and when the doors were hospita- 
bly opened, she would often go meekly 
in by herself. It was a curious fact, that 
two churches as remote from each other 
in doctrine as could well be divided her 
affections. : 
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The Church of Saint Polycarp had 
very mug the look of a Roman Catholic 
chapel. Ido not wish to run the risk of 
giving names to the ecclesiastical furni- 
ture which gave it such a Romish aspect 
but there were pictures, and inscriptions 
in antiquated characters, and there were 
reading-stands, and flowers on the altar, 
and other elegant arrangements. Then 
there were boys to sing alternately in 
choirs responsive to each other, and there 
was much bowing, with very loud re- 
sponding, and a long service and a short 
sermon, and a bag, such as Judas used 
to hold in the old pictures, was carried 
round to receive contributions. Every-— 
thing was done not only “ decently and 
in order,” but, perhaps one might say, 
with a certain air of magnifying their 
office on the part of the dignified clergy- 
men, often two or three in number. The 
music and the free welcome were grateful 
to Iris, and she forgot her prejudices at the 
door of the chapel. For this was a church 
with open doors, with seats for all classes 
and all colors alike,—a church of zealous 
worshippers after their faith, of charitable 
and serviceable men and women, one 
that took care of its children and never 
forgot its poor, and whose people were 
much more occupied in looking out for 
their own souls than in attacking the faith 
of their neighbors. In its mode of wor- 
ship there was a union of two qualities,— 
the taste and refinement, which the ed- 
ucated require just as much in their 
churches as elsewhere, and the air of 
stateliness, almost of pomp, which im- 
presses the common worshipper, and is 
often not without its effect upon those 
who think they hold outward forms as of 
little value. Under the half-Romish as- 
pect of the Church of Saint Polycarp, the 
young girl found a devout and loving 
and singularly cheerful religious spirit. 
The artistic sense, which betrayed itself 
in the dramatic proprieties of its ritual, 
harmonized with her taste. The min- 
gled murmur of the loud responses, in 
those rhythmic phrases, so simple, yet so 
fervent, almost as if every tenth heart- 
beat, instead of its dull e-/ac, articulated 
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itself as “ Good Lord, deliver us! ”— the 
sweet alternation of the two choirs, as 
their holy song floated from side to side,— 
the keen young voices rising like a flight 
of singing-birds that passes from one 
grove to another, carrying its music with 
it back and forward,—why should she 
not love these gracious outward signs of 
those inner harmonies which none could 
deny made beautiful the lives of many of 
her fellow-worshippers in the humble, yet 
not inelegant Chapel of Saint Polycarp ? 

The young Marylander, who was born 
and bred to that mode of worship, had 
introduced her to the chapel, for which 
he did the honors for such of our board- 
ers as were not otherwise provided for. 
I saw them looking over the same prayer- 
book one Sunday, and I could not help 
thinking that two such young and hand- 
some persons could hardly worship to- 
gether in safety for a great while. But 
they seemed to mind nothing but their 
prayer-book. By-and-by the silken bag 
was handed ronnd.—TI don’t believe she 
will ;—so awkward, you know;— besides, 
she only came by invitation. There she 
is, with her hand in her pocket, though, 
—and sure enough, her little bit of silver 
tinkled as it struck the coin beneath. Goad 
bless her! she hasn’t much to give; but 
her eye glistens when she gives it, and 
that is all leaven asks. — That was the 
first time I noticed these young people 
together, and I am sure they behaved 
with the most charming propriety, — in 
fact, there was one of our silent lady- 
boarders with them, whose eyes would 
have kept Cupid and Psyche to their 
good behavior. A day or two after this 
I noticed that the young gentleman had 
left his seat, which you may remember 
was at the corner diagonal to that of 
Tris, so that they have been as far re- 
moved from each other as they could be 
at the table. His new seat is three or 
four places farther down the table. Of 
course I made a romance out of this, at 
once. So stupid not to see it! How 
could it be otherwise ?— Did you speak, 
Madam? I beg your pardon. (To my 
lady-reader.) 
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I never saw anything like the tender- 
ness with which this young girl treats her 
little deformed neighbor. If he were in 
the way of going to church, I know she 
would follow him. But his worship, if 
any, is not with the throng of men and 
women and staring children. 

I, the Professor, on the other hand, am 
a regular church-goer. I should go for 
various reasons, if I did not love it; but 
I am happy enough to find great pleas- 
ure in the midst of devout multitudes, 
whether I can accept all their creeds 
or not. One place of worship comes 
nearer than the rest to my ideal stand- 
ard, and to this it was that J carried our 
young girl. 

The Church of the Galileans, as it is 
called, is even humbler in outside preten- 
sions than the Church of Saint Polycarp. 
Like that, it is open to all comers. The 
stranger who approaches it looks down a 
quiet strect and sees the plainest of chap- 
els, —a kind of wooden tent, that owes 
whatever grace it has to its pointed win- 
dows and the high, sharp roof,—traces, 
both, of that upward movement of ecclesi- 
astical architecture which soared aloft in 
eathedral-spires, shooting into the sky as 
the spike of a flowering aloe from the 
cluster of broad, sharp-wedged leaves be- 
low. This suggestion of medieval syim- 
bolism, aided by a minute turret in which 
a hand-bell might have hung and found 
just room enough to turn over, was all 
of outward show the small edifice could 
boast. Within there was very little that 
pretended to be attractive. A small or- 
gan at one side, and a plain pulpit, show- 
ed that the building was a church ; but it 
was a church reduced to its simplest ex- 
pression. 

Yet when the great and wise monarch 
of the East sat upon his throne, in all the 
golden blaze of the spoils of Ophir and 
the freights of the navy of Tarshish, his 
glory was not like that of this simple 
chapel in its Sunday garniture. For the 
lilies of the field, in their season, and the 
fairest flowers of the year, in due succes- 
sion, were clustered every Sunday morn- 
ing over the preacher’s desk. Slight, 
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thin-tissued blossoms of pink and blue 
and virgin white in early spring, then 
the full-breasted and deep-hearted roses 
of summer, then the velvet-robed crim- 
son and yellow flowers of autumn, and in 
the winter delicate exotics that grew un- 
der skies of glass in the false summers of 
our crystal palaces without knowing that 
it was the dreadful winter of New Eng- 
land which was rattling the doors and 
frosting the panes,— the whole year told 
its history of life and growth and beauty 
from that simple desk. There was al- 
ways at least one good sermon, — this 
floral homily. There was at least one 
good prayer,—that brief space when all 
were silent, after the manner of the 
Friends at their devotions. 

Here, too, Iris found an atmosphere 
of peace and love. The same gentle, 
thoughtful faces, the same cheerful but 
reverential spirit, the same quiet, the 
same life of active benevolence. But 
in all else how different from the Church 
of Saint Polycarp! No clerical costume, 
no ceremonial forms, no carefully train- 
ed choirs. <A liturgy they have, to be 
sure, which does not scruple to borrow 
from the time-honored manuals of devo- 
tion, but also does not hesitate to change 
its expressions to its own liking. 

Perhaps the good people seem a lit- 
tle easy with each other;—they are apt 
to nod cheerfully, and have even been 
known to whisper before the minister 
came in. But it is a relief to get rid 
of that old Sunday—no,—Sabbath face, 
which suggests the idea that the first day 
of the week is commemorative of some 
most mournful event. The truth 1s, 
these people meet very much as a fam- 
ily does for its devotions, not putting off. 
their humanity in the least, considering 
it on the whole quite a cheerful matter 
to come together for prayer and song 
and good counsel from kind and wise 
lips. And if they are freer in their de- 
meanor than some very precise congre- 
gations, they have not the air of a world- 
ly set of people. Clearly they have not 
come to advertise their tailors and milli- 
ners, nor for the sake of exchanging 
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criticisms on the literary character of 
the sermon they may hear. There is 
no restlessness and no restraint among 
this quiet, cheerful people. One thing 
that keeps them calm and happy during 
the season so evidently trying to many 
congregations is, that they join very gen- 
erally in the singing. In this way they 
get rid of that accumulated nervous force 
which escapes in all sorts of fidgety 
movements, so that a minister trying to 
keep his congregation still reminds one 
of a boy with his hand over the nose of 
a pump which another boy is working,— 
this spirting impatience of the people is so 
like the jets that find their way through 
his fingers, and the grand rush ont at 
the final Amen! has such a wonderful 
likeness to the gush that takes place 
when the boy pulls his hand away, with 
such immense relief, as it seems, to both 
the pump and the officiating youngster. 

How sweet is this blending of all voices 
and all hearts in one common song of 
praise! Some will sing a little loud, per- 
haps,—and now and then an impatient 
chorister will get a syllable or two in ad- 
vance, or an enchanted singer so lose all 
thought of time and place in the luxury 
of a closing cadence that he holds on to 
the last semibreve upon his private re- 
sponsibility ; but how much more of the 
spirit of the old Psalmist in the music of 
these imperfectly trained voices than in 
the academic nicetics of the paid per- 
formers who take our musical worship 
out of our hands! 

Tam of the opinion that the ereed of 
the Church of the Galileans is not quite 
so precisely laid down as that of the 
Church of Saint Polycarp. Yet I sus- 
pect, if one of the good people from each 
of those churches had met over the bed 
of a suffering fellow-creature, or for the 
promotion of any charitable object, they 
would have found they had more in com- 
mon than all the special beliefs or want 
of beliefs that separated them would 
amount to. There are always many 
who believe that the fruits of a tree af- 
ford a better test of its condition than a 
statement of the composts with which it 
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is dressed,— though the last has its mean- 
ing and importance, no doubt. 

Between these two churches, then, our 
young Iris divides her affections. But I 
doubt if she listens to the preacher at 
either with more devotion than she does 
to her little neighbor when he talks of 
these matters. 

What does he believe? In the first 
place, there is some deep-rooted disquiet 
lying at the bottom of his soul, which 
makes him very bitter against all kinds 
of usurpation over the right of private 
judgment. Over this seems to lie a cer- 
tain tenderness for humanity in general, 
bred out of life-long trial, I should say, 
but sharply streaked with fiery lines of 
wrath at various individual acts of wrong, 
especially if they come in an ecclesias- 
tical shape, and recall to him the days 
when his mother’s great-grandmother was 
strangled on Witch Hill, with a text from 
the Old Testament for her halter. With 
all this, he has a boundless belief in the 
future of this experimental hemisphere, 
and especially in the destiny of the 
free thought of its northeastern metrop- 
olis. 


A man ean see further, Sir, — 
he said one day, — from the top of Bos- 
ton State-House, and see more that is 
worth seeing, than from all the pyramids 
and turrets and steeples in all the places 
in the world! No smoke, Sir; no fog, 
Sir; and a clean sweep from the Outer 
Light and the sea beyond it to the New 
Hampshire mountains! Yes, Sir, —and 
there are great truths that are higher 
than mountains and broader than seas, 
that people are looking for from the 
tops of these hills of ours, —such as the 
world never saw, though it might have 
seen them at Jerusalem, if its eyes had 
been open!— Where do they have most 
erazy people? Tell me that, Sir! 

I answered, that I had heard it said 
there were more in New England than 
in most countries, perhaps more than in 
any part of the world. 

Very good, Sir,— he answered.—When 
have there been most people killed and 
wounded in the course of this century ? 
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During the wars of the French Empire, 
no doubt, —I said. 

That’s it! that’s it!—said the little gen- 
tleman ;— where the battle of intelligence 
is fought, there are most minds bruised 
and broken! We're battling for a faith 
here, Sir. 

The divinity-student remarked, that it 
was rather late in the world’s history for 
men to be looking out for a new faith. 

I didn’t say a new faith,— said the lit- 
tle gentleman ;—old or new, it can’t 
help being different here in this Amer- 
ican mind of ours from anything that 
ever was before; the people are new, 
Sir, and that makes the difference. One 
load of corn goes to the sty, and makes 
the fat of swine,—another goes to the 
fann-house, and becomes the muscle that 
clothes the right arms of heroes. It isn’t 
where a pawn stands on the board that 
makes the difference, but what the game 
round it is when it is on this or that 
square. 

Can any man look round and see what 
Christian countries are now doing, and 
how they are governed, and what is the 


general condition of society, without see- 
ing that Christianity is the flag under 
which the world sails, and not the rudder 
that steers its course? No, Sir! There 
was a great raft built about two thousand 
years ago,—call it an ark, rather, — 
the world's great ark! big enough to 
hold all mankind, and made to be 
launched right out into the open waves 
of life-—and here it has been lying, one 
end on the shore and one end bobbing 
up and down in the water, men fighting 
all the time as to who should be captain 
and who should have the state-rooms, 
and throwing each other over the side 
because they could not agree about the 
points of compass, but the great vessel 
never getting afloat with its freight of 
nations and their rulers :—and now, Sir, 
there is and has been for this long time 
a fleet of “heretic ” lighters sailing out 
of Boston Bay, and they have been say- 
ing, and they say now, and they mean 
to keep saying, “ Pump out your bilge- 
water, shovel over your loads of ‘le bal- 
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last, get out your old rotten cargo, and 
we will carry it out into deep waters 
and sink it where it will never be seen 
again; so shall the ark of the world’s 
hope float on the ocean, instead of stick- 
ing in the dock-mud where it is lying!” 

It’s a slow business, this of getting the 

ark launched. The Jordan wasn’t deep 
enough, and the Tiber wasn’t deep enough, 
and the Rhone wasn’t deep enough, and 
the Thames wasn’t deep enough,—and 
perhaps the Charles isn’t deep enough; 
but I don’t feel sure of that, Sir, and I 
love to hear the workmen knocking at 
the old blocks of tradition and making 
the ways smooth with the oil of the Good 
Samaritan. I don’t know, Sir,—but I 
do think she stirs a little—I do believe 
she slides ;—and when I think of what 
a work that is for the dear old three- 
breasted mother of American liberty, I 
would not take all the glory of all the 
greatest cities in the world for my birth- 
right in the soil of little Boston ! 
Some of us could not help smil- 
ing at this burst of local patriotism, espe- 
cially when it finished with the last two 
words. 

And Tris smiled, too. But it was the 
radiant smile of pleasure which always 
lights up her face when her little neigh- 
bor gets excited on the great topics of 
progress in freedom and religion, and 
especially on the part which, as he 
pleases himself with believing, his own 
city is to take in that consummation of 
human development to which he looks 
forward. 

Presently she looked into his face with 
a changed expression,—the anxiety of 
a mother that sees her child suffering. 

You are not well, —she said. 

IT am never well,—he answered.— 
Tis eyes fell mechanically on the death’s- 
head ring he wore on his right hand. 
She took his hand as if it had been a 
baby’s, and turned the grim device so 
that it should be out of sight. One slight, 
sad, slow movement of the head seem- 
ed to say, “The death-symbol is. still 
there!” 

A very odd personage, to be sure! 
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Seems to know what 1s going on, — reads 
books, old and new,—has many recent 
publications sent him, they tell me,— 
but, what is more curious, keeps up with 
the every-day affairs of the world, too. 
Whether he hears everything that is 
said with preternatural acuteness, or 
whether some confidential friend visits 
him in a quiet way, is more than I can 
tell. I can make nothing more of the 
noises I hear in his room than my old 
conjectures. The movements I mention 
are less frequent, but I often hear the 
plaintive cry, — I observe that it is rare- 
ly laughing of late ;—I never have de- 
tected one articulate word, but I never 
heard such tones from anything but a 
human voice. 

There has been, of late, a deference 

approaching to tenderness, on the part 
of the boarders generally, so far as he is 
concerned. This is doubtless owing to 
the air of suffering which seems to have 
saddened his look of late. Either some 
passion is gnawing at him inwardly, or 
some hidden disease is at work upon 
him. 
What’s the matter with Little Bos- 
ton ?—said the young man John to me 
one day.— There a’n’t much of him, any- 
how; but ’tseems to me he looks peak- 
eder than ever. The old woman says 
he’s in a bad way, ’n’ wants a nuss to 
take care of him. Them nusses that 
take care of old rich folks marry ’em 
sometimes, —’n’ they don’t commonly 
live a great while after that. No, Sir / 
I don’t see what he wants to die for, 
after he’s taken so much trouble to live 
in such poor accommodaticns as that 
crooked body of his. I should like to 
know how his soul crawled into it, ’n’ 
how it’s goin’ to get out. What busi- 
ness has he to die, I should like to know ? 
Let Ma’am Allen (the gentleman with the 
diamond) die, if he likes, and be (this is 
a family-magazine) ; but we a’n’t goin’ 
to have him dyin’. Not by a great sight. 
Can’t do without him anyhow. A’n’t it 
fun to hear him blow off his steam ? 

I believe the young fellow would take 
it as a personal insult, if the little gentle- 
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man should show any symptoms of quit- 
ting our table for a better world. 

In the mean time, what with go- 
ing to church in company with our young 
lady, and taking every chance I could 
get to talk with her, I have found myself 
becoming, I will not say intimate, but 
well acquainted with Miss Iris. There 
is a certain frankness and directness 
about her that perhaps belong to her 
artist nature. For, you see, the one 
thing that marks the true artist is a clear 
perception and a firm, bold hand, in dis- 
tinction from that imperfect mental vis- 
ion and uncertain touch which give us 
the feeble pictures and the lumpy stat- 
ues of the mere artisans on canvas or 
in stone. <A true artist, therefore, can 
hardly fail to have a sharp, well-defined 
character. Besides this, many young 
girls have a strange audacity blended 
with their instinctive delicacy. Even in 
physical daring many of them are a 
match for boys; whereas you will find 
few among mature women, and especial- 
ly if they are mothers, who do not confess, 
and not unfrequently proclaim, their ti- 
midity. One of these young girls, as many 
of us hereabouts remember, climbed to 
the top of a jagged, slippery rock lying 
out in the waves, —an ugly height to get 
up, and a worse one to get down, even 
for a bold young fellow of sixteen. An- 
other was in the way of climbing tall 
trees for crows’ nests, — and crows gen- 
erally know about how far boys can 
“shin up,” and set their household estab- 
lishments above high-water-mark. — Still 
another of these young ladies I saw for 
the first time in an open boat, tossing on 
the ocean ground-swell, a mile or two 
from shore, off a lonely island. She lost 
all her daring, after she had some girls 
of her own to look out for. 

Many blondes are very gentle, yield- 
ing in character, impressible, unelastie. 
But the positive blondes, with the golden 
tint running through them, are often full 
of character. ‘They come from those 
deep-bosomed German women that Taci- 
tus portrayed in such strong colors. The 
negative blondes, or those women whose 
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tints have faded out as their line of de- 
scent has become impoverished, are of 
various blood, and in them the soul has 
often become pale with that blanching 
of the hair and loss of color in the eyes 
which makes them approach the char- 
acter of Albinesses. 

I see in this young girl that union of 
strength and sensibility which, when di- 
rected and impelled by the strong instinct 
so apt to accompany this combination of 
active and passive capacity, we call ge- 
nius. She is not an accomplished artist, 
certainly, as yet; but there is always an 
air in every careless figure she draws, as 
it were of upward aspiration, — the élan 
of John of Bologna’s Mercury, —a lift 
to them, as if they had on winged san- 
dals, like the herald of the gods. I hear 
her singing sometimes; and though she 
evidently is not trained, yet is there a 
wild sweetness in her fitful and some- 
times fantastic melodies, — such as can 
come only from the inspiration of the 
moment, — strangely enough, reminding 
me of those long passages I have heard 
from my little neighbor's room, yet of dit 
ferent tone, and by no means to be mis- 
taken for those weird harmonies. 

I cannot pretend to deny that I am 
interested in the girl, Alone, unpro- 
tected, as I have seen so many young 
girls left in boarding-houses, the centre 
of all the men’s eyes that surround the 
table, watched with jealous sharpness by 
every woman, most of all by that poor 
relation of our landlady, who belongs to 
the class of women that like to catch oth- 
ers in mischief when they are too mature 
for indiscretions, (as one sees old rogues 
turn to thief-catchers,) one of Nature’s 
gendarmerie, clad in a complete suit of 
wrinkles, the cheapest coat-of-mail against 
the shafts of the great little enemy, — so 
surrounded, Iris spans this commonplace 
household-life of ours with her arch of 
beauty, as the rainbow, whose name she 
borrows, looks down on a dreary pasture 
with its feeding flocks and herds of indif- 
ferent animals. 

These young girls that live in board- 
ing-houses can do pretty much as they 
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will. The female gendarmes are off 
guard occasionally. The _ sitting-room 
has its solitary moments, when any two 
boarders who wish to meet may come to- 
gether accidentally, (accidentally, I said, 
Madam, and I had not the slightest in- 
tention of Italicizing the word,) and dis- 
cuss the social or political questions of 
the day, or any other subject that may 
prove interesting. Many charming con- 
versations take place at the foot of the 
stairs, or while one of the parties is hold- 
ing the latch of a door,—in the shadow of 
porticos, and especially on those outside 
balconies which some of our Southern 
neighbors call “ stoops,” the most charm- 
ing places in the world when the moon 
is just right and the roses and honey- 
suckles are in full blow,—as we used to 
think in eighteen hundred and never 
mention it. 

On such a balcony or “stoop,” one 
evening, I walked with Iris. We were 
on pretty good terms now, and I had 
coaxed her arm under mine,—my left 
arm, of course. That leaves one’s right 
arm free to defend the lovely creature, 
if the rival—odious wretch !— attempt 
to ravish her from your side. Likewise 
if one’s heart should happen to beat a lit- 
tle, its mute language will not be with- 
out its meaning, as you will perceive 
when the arm you hold begins to trem- 
ble—a circumstance like to oveur, if 
you happen to be a good-looking young 
fellow, and you two have the “ stoop” to 
yourselves. 

We had it to ourselves that evening. 
The Koh-i-noor, as we called him, was 
in a corner with our landlady’s daughter. 
The young fellow John was smoking out 
in the yard. The gendarme was afraid 
of the evening air, and kept inside. The 
young Marylander came to the door, 
looked out and saw us walking together, 
gaye his hat a pull over his forehead and 
stalked off. I felt a slight spasm, as it 
were, in the arm I held, and saw the 
girl’s head turn over her shoulder for a 
second. What a kind creature this is! 
She has no special interest in this youth, 
but she does not like to see a young fel- 
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low going off because he feels as if he 
were not wanted. 

She had her locked drawing-book 
under her arm.— Let me take it,—I 
said. 

She gave it to me to carry. 

This is full of caricatures of all of us, 
I am sure,—said I. 

She laughed, and said,—No,— not all 
of you. 

I was there, of course ? 

Why, no,—she had never taken so 
much pains with me. 

Then she would let me see the inside 
of it? 

She would think of it. 

Just as we parted, she took a little key 
from her pocket and handed it to me. 
— This unlocks my naughty book,—she 
said, — you shall see it. Iam not afraid 
of you. 

I don’t know whether the last words 
exactly pleased me. At any rate, I 
took the book and hurried with it to 
my room. I opened it, and saw, in a 
few glances, that I held the heart of Iris 
in my hand. 


I have no verses for you this 
month, except these few lines suggested 
by the season. 


MIDSUMMER. 


Herne! sweep these foolish leaves away,— 
T will not crush my brains to-day ! — 
Look! are the southern curtains drawn ? 
Fetch me a fan, and so begone! 


Not that, — the palm-tree’s rustling leaf 
Brought from a parching coral-reef ! 

Its breath is neated;—I would swing 

The broad gray plumes, — the engle's wing. 


I hate these roses’ feverish blood! — 
Pluck me a half-blown lily-bud, 

A long-stemmed lily from the lake, 
Cold as a coiling water-snake. 


Rain me sweet odors on the air, 
And wheel me up my Indian chair, 
And spread some book not overwise 
Flat out before my sleepy eyes. 
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—Who knows it not,— this dead recoil 
Of weary fibres stretched with toil,— 
The pulse that flutters faint and low 
When Summer's seething breezes blow? 


O Nature! bare thy loving breast 
And give thy child one hour of rest,— 
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One little hour to lie unseen 


Beneath thy scarf of leafy green! 


So, curtained by a singing pine, 

Its murmuring voice shall blend with mine, 
Till, lost in dreams, my faltering lay 

In sweeter music dies away. 


REVIEWS AND LITERARY NOTICES. 


Life and Liberty in America: or Sketches 
ofa Tour in the United States and Can- 
ada in 1857-8. By Cnaries Mackay, 
LL.D., F.S, A. London: Smith, Elder, 
& Co. 1859. 


“Ler him come back and write a book 
about the ’Merrikins as’ll pay all his ex- 
penses and more, if he blows ’em up 
enough,” urged Mr. Anthony Weller, by 
way of climax to his scheme for Mr Pick- 
wick’s liberation from the Fleet Prison. 
Whether Mr. Dickens, in putting forth 
this suggestion through one of his favor- 
ite characters, had or had not a view to 
subsequent operations of his own, has long 
been a sore question among his admirers 
on this side of the Atlantic. We believe 
that he had not; and that such “ blowing- 
up” as he imparted to the people of this 
country was wholly unpremeditated and 
spontaneous, besides being of so harmless 
a nature that the patriot of most uneasy 
virtue need have been nowise distressed 
in consequence. The language can show 
few more amusing books than the “Ameri- 
can Notes,” especially the serious parts 
thereof. 

Mr. Dickens had plenty of objects be- 
sides his future self at which to aim his 
satirical shot. At the time he discharged 
it, the literary market of England was 
overstocked with books on America, the 
authors of which had apparently tasked 
the best energies of their lungs in inces- 
sant “ blowings-up ” of all that came with- 
in range of their breath. Up to that period, 
though viewing America from various 
stand-points, they had seldom failed to 
recognize this one essential element of 
success. Since then, however, attempts 
have been made to satisfy the prejudices 


of all sides, —in which the bitter and the 
swect have been deftly mingled, with the 
obvious belief that persons aggrieved, while 
suffering from the authors’ stings, would 
derive comfort from the consciousness of 
accompanying honey. ‘These hopes gen- 
erally proved fallacious, and the authors, 
falling to’ the ground between the two 
stools of American sensitiveness and Brit 
ish asperity, were regarded in the light 
of stern warnings by many of their suc- 
cessors, Who straightway became piti- 
less. 

The critical works on America by Eng- 
lish writers, published during the last 
fifty years, may be numbered by hun- 
dreds. Of these, nearly half have at differ- 
ent times been reprinted in this country. 
Most of them are now unknown, having 
passed to that oblivion of letters from 
whose bourn no short-sighted and narrow- 
minded traveller ever ought to return. 
The annual harvest began to appear about 
a half-century ago, when little more than 
descriptions of scenery and geographical 
statistics were ventured upon,—although 
one quaint explorer, Join Lambert, vouch- 
safed, in 1810, some sketches of society, 
from which we learn, among other inter- 
esting facts, that a species of Bloomerism 
pervaded New York, and flourished on 
Broadway, even at that early day. Our 
visitors very soon enlarged the sphere of 
their observations, and entered upon the 
widest discussions of republican manners 
and morals. Slavery, as was to be expect- 
ed, received immediate attention. In the 
course of ten years, “American Tours” 
had set in with such rigor, that one writer 
felt called upon to apologize for adding an- 
other to the already profuse supply. This 
was in 1818. For the next fifteen years, the 
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principle of unlimited mockery was quite 
faithfully observed. The Honorable De 
Roos, who made a naval examination in 
1826, and satisfied himself that the United 
States could never be a maritime power,— 
Colonel Maxwell, who entered upon a mili- 
tary investigation, and came to a similar 
conclusion respecting our prospects as to 
army, and who gained great credit for in- 
dependent judgment by pronouncing Ni- 
agara a humbug,— Mrs. Kemble, frisky 
and fragmentary, excepting when her fa- 
ther was concerned, and then filially dif 
fuse, — Mrs. Trollope, who refused to in- 
cumber herself with amiability or veraci- 
ty,—Mr. Lieber, who was principally trou- 
bled by a camp-meeting at which he as- 
sisted,— Miss Martineau, who retailed too 
much of the gossip that had been decanted 
through the tunnel of her trumpet, —and 
Captain Marryatt, who was simply clown- 
ish, —aflord fair examples of the style 
which dominated until about 1836 or 1837. 
Then works of a better order began to ap- 
pear. America received scientific atten- 
tion. It had been agriculturally worked 
up in 1818 by Cobbett, whose example 
was now followed by Shirreff and oth- 
ers. In 1839, George Combe subjected 
us to phrenological treatment, and had the 
frankness to acknowledge that it was im- 
possible for an individual to properly de- 
scribe a great nation. Afterwards came 
Lyell, the geologist, who did not, however, 
confine himself to scientific research, but 
also analyzed the social deposits, and as- 
certained that Slavery was triturable. The 
manufacturers of gossip, meanwhile, had 
revolutionized the old system. Mr. Dick- 
ens blew hot and cold, uniting extremes. 
Godley, in 1844, disavowed satire, and was 
solemnly severe. Others evinced a simi- 
lar disposition, but the result was not tri- 
umphant. Alexander Mackay, in 1846, 
returned to ridicule ; and Alfred Bunn, a 
few years after, surpassed even Marryatt 
in his flippant falsehood. Mr. Arthur Cun- 
ynghame, a Canadian officer, entertained 
his friends, in 1850, with a dainty volume, 
in which the first personal pronoun aver- 
aged one hundred to a page, and the man- 
ner of w 
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nothing in particular to say,— Mr. Baxter, 
who considered Peter Parley a shining 
light of American literature,— Miss Mur- 
ray, who sacrificed her interests at St. 
James’s upon the shrine of Antislavery,— 
Mr. Phillipps, scientific, —Mr. Russell, agri- 
cultural_— Mr. Jobson, theological—and 
Mr. Colley Grattan, who may be termed 
the Sir Anthony Absolute of American 
censors. insisting that the Lady Columbia 
shall be as ugly as he chooses, shall have a 
hump on each shoulder, shall be as crook- 
ed as the crescent, and so forth. 

Last of all comes Mr. Charles Mackay’s 
book. Before proceeding to the few gen- 
eral words we have to say of it, let us look 
for a moment at a question which he, like 
a number of his predecessors, has consid- 
ered with some attention. Why it is that 
the people of the United States manifest 
such acute sensibility to the strictures of 
English writers, and receive their criti- 
cisms with so much suspicion, Mr. Mac- 
kay is unable fully to determine. He is 
forced to believe that it is only their anxi- 
ety “to stand well in English opinion 
which causes them to wince”; particular- 
ly as “French and Germans may con- 
demn, and nobody cares what they say.” 
This is but a part of the truth. Unques- 
tionably, Americans do, as Mr. Mackay 
says, “attach undue importance to what 
English travellers may say’’; but this 
does not account for the universal feeling 
of mortification which follows the appear- 
ance of each new tourist’s story. Ameri- 
cans have not failed to observe, that, of the 
hundreds of writers who come over, only 
a few of the most prominent of whom we 
have mentioned above, not one in fifty is 
animated by a sincere impulse of honest 
good-will. They have learned to mis- 
trust them all, as triflers with our reputa- 
tion, if not predetermined calumniators. 
They have witnessed over and over again 
the childish ignorance, the discourtesy, 
the vulgar deceptions of this class of book- 
makers. They are not blind to these re- 
peated struggles to digest a mass of men- 
tal food for years, in days or weeks. 
i Se know their mason cannot be — 
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new production has opened the old wound. 
Each new announcement awakens only 
derisive expectations. As for ‘“ French 
and Germans,” with them it is very dif: 
ferent; and Mr. Mackay ought to know it. 
They commonly write, if not with compre- 
hensive vision, at least with integrity of 
purpose. The best works on America are 
by Frenchmen. What Englishman has 
shown the sincerity and fairness of De 
Tocqueville or Chevalier? Knowing, then, 
that absurd malice and a capacity for mi- 
croscopic investigation of superficial irreg- 
ularities in a society not yet defined are 
the principal, and in many cases the only, 
qualifications deemed necessary to xccom- 
plish an English book on America, is it 
matter for wonder that Americans should 
hesitate to kiss the clumsy rods so liberal- 
ly dispensed ? 

We hasten to say that Mr. Charles Mac- 
kay’s “Life and Liberty in America” is 
unusually free from the worst of these 
faults. Hasty judgments, offences against 
taste, inaccuracies, occasional revelations 
of personal pique it has; but it is not ma- 
licious. Sometimes it is even affecting in 
its tenderness. It breathes a spirit of pa- 
ternal regard. But it is, perhaps, the dull- 
est of books. If not “icily regular,” it is 
“splendidly null.” The style is as oppres- 
sive as a London fog. It is marked, to 
use the author’s own words, by “ elegant 
and drowsy stagnation.” After the first 
few pages, it is with weariness that we 
follow him. We are inclined to think 
Mr. Mackay has written too much. Mr. 
Squeers had milk for three of his pupils 
watered up to the necessities of five. Mr. 
Mackay’s experiences might have sustain- 
ed him through a single small volume, but 
he has diluted them to the requirements 
of two large ones. This would injure the 
prospects of his work in America, but may 
not interfere with them in England. Mi- 
nute details of toilet agonies, pecuniary 
miseries, laundry tribulations, and anxie- 
ties of appetite may possess an interest 
abroad which we are unable to appreciate 
here. We are not excited by the intel- 
ligence that Mr. Mackay had an alter- 
cation with a negro servant on board a 
Sound steamer, because he could not 
have lager-beer at table. Such things 
have been noticed before. We do not 
shed a sympathetic tear over the two 
dollars which he once had to disgorge 
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in New York, in payment for a ride of 
two miles; nor do we mourn for the 
numerous other dollars with which he re- 
luctantly parted to satisfy the rapacity of 
hack-drivers all over the Union. We do 
not thrill with indignation, when we learn 
that he was, on a certain occasion, swept 
by crinolines into the middle of Broadway. 
Neither are we in any way stirred by such 
information as, that he, like an English 
lord of whom he tells, was accustomed to 
eat oysters every night in New York; or 
that he “was pervaded, permeated, steep- 
ed, and bathed in a longing desire to be- 
hold Niagara,” and that, when he beheld 
it, his ‘feelings were not so much those of 
astonishment as of an overpowering sense 
of Law”; or that a peddler ina railroad- 
car sold nine bottles of quack medicine at 
a dollar a bottle; or that he had eight 
pages of interview with a Baltimore mad- 
man, who proved his insanity by perpetn- 
ally calling Mr. Mackay the “Prince of 
the Pocts of England.” The dreary so- 
lemnity with which these incidents are 
narrated renders them doubly tedious. 
A flash of humor might enliven them, but 
we never see a spark. Mr. Mackay’s 
comie stories, too, of which there are not 
afew, are most lamentable specimens of 
wit, suggesting forcibly the poppy-seeds 
spoken of by Mr. Pillicoddy, which are 
soporific in tendency, and which, if taken 
incessantly for a period of three weeks, 
produce instant death. 

Mr. Mackay’s experiences were not of a 
startling character. -He travelled leisurely, 
and recorded discreetly. His blunders on 
a large scale are not numerous; but of 
minor facts, he announces many which 
may be classed among the remarkable dis- 
coveries of the season. Tle states that 
New York, New Jersey, (!) and Brooklyn 
form one city; that Brondway, N. Y., is 
decorated with elms, willows. and moun- 
tain-ashes, “drooping in green beauty”; 
that persons with decent coats and clean 
shirts in Boston may be safely put down 
as lecturers, Unitarian ministers, or poets ; 
that Maryland and Virginia are one com- 
monwealth ; that eighteen months before 
every Presidential election, a cause of 
quarrel is made with England by both the 
principal political parties, for the purpose 
of securing the Irish vote; that measly 
pork is caused by too hasty insertion in 
brine after killing, and consequent rapid 


382 


fermentation ; that the people of the United 
States, unless they have travelled in Eu- 
rope, are quite unable to appreciate wit. 
[Mr. Mackay’s wit? If so, certainly.] 
These are but random pluckings from a 
rich blossoming. 

The subject upon which the author has 
labored most earnestly is that of Slavery. 
Ii the views he sets forth are the result of 
his own investigation, he is entitled to cred- 
it for unusual exactness. There is noth- 
ing new about them, to be sure; but there 
is also nothing absurd, which is a great 
point. He maintains the argument against 
Slavery, that it is to be practically con- 
sidered in its injurious influences on the 
white people of the Slave States, and, 
through them, on the nation at large. 
When he undertakes an emotional view of 
the “institution,” he becomes feeble again. 
He thus describes his sensations while visit- 
ing a slaye-market in New Orleans: — “I 
entertained at that moment such a hatred 
of slavery, that, had it been in my power 
to abolish it in an instant off the face of 
the earth by the mere expression of my 
will, slavery at that moment would have 
ceased to exist,”—an avowal which will 
hardly be likely to confound the American 
people by its boldness. 

The statistical information in these vol- 
umes is as accurate as that of ordinary 
gazetteers. In most cases, the author ap- 
pears to have drawn his information from 
proper sources. The principal exceptions 
to this are shown in one or two statements 
which he makes on the authority of his 
Pylades, Colonel Fuller, and in his re- 
marks upon Canada, which are colored 
with excessive warmth. Mr. Mackay rests 
greater hopes upon the future of Canada 
than upon that of the United States. He 
considers the Canadians as the rivals in 
energy, enterprise, and industry of the 
people of the United States. His testi- 
mony differs from that of Lord Durham, 
who had good opportunities for knowing 
something about the matter when he had 
charge of Canadian affairs, and who de- 
clared, that “on the American side of the 
frontier all is activity and bustle,” ete., 
“‘on the British side all seems waste and 
desolate.” 

Mr. Mackay gives correctly the most 
prominent names of American literature, 
but his list of artists is very imperfect. 
The little that he says about American 
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music is allwrong. The first opera by an 
American was produced in 1845; and it is 
not true that this is a solitary example. 
Were it possible for us to pursue them, 
we should run down more errors of this 
kind than a prudent man would have put 
into print. 

Altogether, while we readily admit that 
Mr. Mackay has honestly, and, in general, 
good-naturedly, performed his duty as an 
American chronicler, renouncing in a great 
measure the old principle of “ blowing- 
up,” and that his essays do not reek with 
ignorance, like those of many of his pre- 
decessors, it is yet proper to say that he 
has achieved a stupendous bore. His two 
volumes are to us a melancholy remem- 
brance. Their life is spiced with no vari- 
ety. The same dead level of dry personal 
detail speaks through each chapter; or 
if occasional relief is afforded, it is ‘‘in 
liquid lines mellifluously bland,” and pro- 
sicr than all the rest. ‘The one source of 
amusement that the reader will discover 
is the complacent self-confidence which no 
assumption of modesty can hide. “A con- 
troversy had been raging for at least a 
week ” in Philadelphia about the author’s 
letters in the ‘“ Illustrated London News.” 
His defender was “one of the most in- 
fluential and best-conducted papers of the 
Union” ; his assailant behaved “‘scurvily.” 
We cannot lavish examples. ‘This is the 
type of a hundred. Mr. Mackay seems 
to expect that his Jeremiad on tobacco- 
chewing and spitting will act in America 
as St. Patrick's spelis did on the vermin 
of Ireland. Unfortunately, it will not. 
Mr. Dickens attempted the same thing in 
a much better manner,— excepting where 
Mr. Mackay has copied him exactly, as he 
has once or twice,—and even the novelist’s 
efforts were fruitless. On the other hand, 
the main source of annoyance will be 
found in the needless elevation of minute 
evils, and the determination to form gen- 
eral judgments from isolated experiences. 
But of this we do not much complain. 
Rome derived some benefit from the 
cackling of a goose. Possibly we may be 
made in some respects a wiser and a better 
nation through Mr. Mackay’s influence. 
For ourselves, however, if our aspirations 
ever turn toward a literary Paradise, we 
shall pray that it may be one where tray- 
ellers cease from troubling and dull tour- 
ists are at rest. 
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1. The New and the Old; or California and 
India in Romantic Aspects. By J. W. 
Parmer, M. D. New York: Rudd & 
Carleton. 1859. 

2. Up and Down the Trawaddi; being Pas- 
sages of Adventure in the Burman Em- 
pire. By the Same. 


Ir has passed into a scornful proyerb, 
that it needs good opties to see what is not 
to be seen; and yet we should be inclined 
to say that the first essential of a good 
traveller was to be gifted with eyesight of 
precisely that kind. All his senses should 
be as delicate as eyes; and, above all, he 
should be able tosee with the fine eye of 
imagination, compared with which al! the 
other organs with which the mind grasps 
and the memory holds are as clumsy as 
thumbs. The demand for this kind of 
traveller and the opportunity for him in- 
crease as we learn more and more minute- 
ly the dry facts and figures of the most 
inaccessible corners of the earth’s surface. 
There is no hope of another Ferdinand 
Mendez Pinto, with his statistics of Dream- 
land, who makes no difficulty of impress- 
ing “fourscore thousand rhinocerots” to 
draw the wagons of the King of Tartary’s 
army, or of killing eight hundred and fifty 
thousand men with a flourish of his quill, 
—for what were a few ciphers to him, 
when his inkhorn was full and all Chris- 
tendom to be astonished ?— but there is 
all the more need of voyagers who give us 
something better than a census of popula- 
tion, and who know of other exports from 
strange countries than can be expressed by 
$——. Give us the traveller who makes 
us feel the mystery of the Figure at Sais, 
whose veil has a new meaning for every 
beholder, rather than him who brings back 
a photograph of the uncoyered counte- 
nance, with its one unvarying granite sto- 
ry for all. There is one glory of the 
Gazetteer with his fixed facts, and another 
of the Poet with his variable quantities 
ot fancy. The fixed fact may be unfix- 
ed next year, like an almanac, but the 
hasty sketch of the true artist is good for- 
ever. 

Critics have a good-natured way of stig- 
matizing, for the initiated, all poetry that 
is not poetry, by saying that it is “ele- 
gant,” “harmonious,” or, worse than all, 
“descriptive.” This last commonly means 
that the author has done for his readers 
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precisely what they could do for them- 
selyes,—that he has made a catalogue of 
the natural objects to be found in a certain 
number of acres, which difters from the lit- 
erary efforts of an auctioneer only in this, 
that each line begins with a capital and 
contains the same number of syllables. He 
counts the number of cabbages in a field, 
of cows in a pasture, and tells us how 
many times a squirrel ran up (or down) a 
given tree in a given time. He informs us 
that the bark of the shagbark is shaggy. 
that the sleep-at-noon slumbers at mid-day, 
that moss is apt to grow on fallen tree- 
trunks in damp places, — treats us as the 
old alchemists do, who give us a list of the 
materials out of which gold (if it had any 
moral sense) would at once consent to be 
made, but somehow won’t, — and leaves us 
impressed with that very dead certainty, 
that things are so-and-so, which is the re- 
sult of verses that are only so-so. 

Readers of the “ Atlantic” need not be 
told that Dr. Palmer is not a descriptive 
poet of this fashion. They have known 
how to appreciate his sketches of Mast In- 
dian life, so vivid, picturesque, and im- 
aginative that they could make “ Grif 
fins” feel twinges of liver-complaint, and 
so true that we have heard them pro- 
nounced “incomparable” by men familiar 
with India. Dr. Palmer is no mere de- 
scriber; he sees with the eye of a poet, 
touches only what is characteristic, and, 
while le seems to surrender himself whol- 
ly to the Circe Imagination, retains the 
polished coolness of the man of the world, 
and the brownness of the man of the nine- 
teenth century. He not only knows how to 
observe, but how to write,— both of them 
accomplishments rare enough in an age 
when everybody is ready to contract for 
their display by the column. His style 
is nervous and original, not harassingly 
pointed like a chestnut-burr, but full of 
esprit or wit diffused, — that Gallic leaven 
which pervades whole sentences and para- 
graphs with an indefinable lightness and 
palatableness. It is a thoroughly Ameri- 
can style, too, a little over-indifferent to 
tradition and convention, but quite free of 
the stc-semper-tyrannis swagger. Uncle Bull, 
who is just like his nephew in thinking 
that he has a divine right to the world’s 
oyster, cannot swallow it properly till he 
has donned a white choker, and refuses to 
be comforted when Jonathan disposes of 
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it in his rapid way with the shell for a 
platter. We confess that we prefer the 
free-and-casy manner in its proper place 
to the diplomatic way of always treating 
the reader with sentiments of the highest 
consideration, and like a book all the more 
for having an Occidental flavor. 

But it is not merely or chiefly as being 
among the cleverest and liveliest of mod- 
ern liglit literature that we yalue Dr. Palm- 
er’s books. ‘They have a true poetic val- 
ue, and instruct as much as they enter- 
tain. While he is telling us a San Francis- 
co story, the truth of the accessories and 
the skill with which they are grouped 
bring the California of 1849 before us with 
unmatched vividness. We have been get- 
ting knowledge and learning a deep moral 
without suspecting it, as if by our own ob- 
servation and experience. In the same 
way “ Asirvadam the Brahmin ” is a prose 
poem that lets us into the secret of the In- 
dian revolt. It is seldom that we meet 
with volumes of more real power than 
these, or whose force is so artistically 
masked under ease and playfulness. We 
prefer the “ Old” part of the book to the 
“New.” Itseems to us to show a better 
style of handling. There is something of 
melodrama in the style of the California 
stories,—a flavor of blue lights and burnt 
cork. At the same time, we must admit 
that there is a melodramatic taint in our 
American life;— witness the Sickles vul- 
garity. Young America is Whoyish rather 
than boyish, and perhaps the “ New” may 
be all the truer to Nature for what we dis- 
like in it. 

“The New and the Old” is fittingly 
dedicated to the Autocrat of all the Break- 
fast“Tables, than whom no man has done 
more to demonstrate that wit and mirth 
are not incompatible with seriousness of 
purpose and incisiveness of thought. 


Napoleonic Tdeas. By Prince NaroLeon 
Lovrs Bowaparte. Translated by 
James A. Dorr. New York: D. Ap- 


pleton & Company. 1859. 


Ts publication has at least that merit 
which is one of the first in literature,—it 
is timely. Though we look upon the Em- 
peror of the French as a kind of imperial 
Jonathan Wild, it does not the less con- 
cern us to make a true estimate of his in- 
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tellectual capacity. Nothing is more un- 
wise than to assume that a man’s brain 
must be limited because his moral sense 
is small; yet no mistake is More common. 
Napoleon the Third may play an important 
part in History, though by no possibility 
an heroic one. In reading this little vol- 
ume, one cannot fail to be struck with the 
presence of mind and the absence of heart 
of which it gives evidence. It is the ad- 
vertisement of a charlatan, whose sole in- 
heritance is the right to manufacture the 
Napoleonic pill, and we read with unavoid- 
able distrust the vouchers of its wonderful 
efficacy. We do not fancy the Bonapartist 
grape-cure, nor believe in it. 

Mr. Dorr’s translation is excellent. Te 
understands French, and is able to do it 
into English elegantly and accurately with- 
out any trace of foreign idiom. This is 
no easy thing; for our general experience 
has been that translators read French like 
Englishmen and write English like French- 
men. 


Country Life. By R. Mornis CorreLanD. 
Boston: John P. Jewett & Company. 
1859. 


Ix an article on “ Farming Life in New 
England,” published in a former yolume 
of the “ Atlantic,” a valued contributor 
drew attention to the painful lack of beau- 
ty in the lives and homes of our rural pop- 
ulation. Some attempts were made to 
show that his statements were exugger- 
ated ; but we are satisfied that they were 
true in all essential particulars. ‘The abo- 
lition of entails, (however wise in itself,) 
and the consequent subdivision of estates, 
will always put country life, in the Eng- 
lish sense of the words, out of the question 
here. Our houses will continue to be 
tents; trees, without ancestral 
tions, will be valued by the cord ; and that 
cumulative charm, the slow result of as- 
sociations, of the hereditary taste of ma- 
ny generations, must always be wanting 
Age is one of the prime elements of nat- 
ural beauty ; but among us the love of 
what is new so predominates, that we 
have known the largest oak in a county 
to be cut down by the selectmen to mike 
room for a shanty schoolhouse, simply be- 
cause the tree was of * no account,” being 
hollow and gnarled, and otherwise delight- 
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fully picturesque. Our people are singu- 
larly dead also to the value of beauty in 
public architecture ; and while they clear 
away a tree which the seasons have been 
two centuries in building, they will put 
up with as littke remorse a stone or brick 
abomination that shall be a waking night- 
mare for a couple of centuries to come, 
But selectmen are not chosen with ref 
erence to their knowledge of Price or 
Ruskin. 

Mr Copeland’s book is specially adapt- 
ed to the conditions of a community like 
ours. Its tithe might have been ‘ Rural 
Asthetics for Men of Limited Means, or 
the Laws of Beauty considered in their 
Application to Small Estates.” It is a 
volume happily conceived and happily ex- 
ecuted, and nmicets a palpable and increas- 
ing want of our civilization. Whatever 
adds grace to the daily lives of a people, 
and awakens in them a perception of the 
beauty of outward Nature and its healthful 
reaction on the nature of man,— whatever 
tends to make toil unsordid, and to put it 
in relations of intelligent sympathy with 
the beautifal progression of the seasons, — 
adds incalculably to the wealth of a coun- 
try, though the increase may not appear 
in the Report of the Secretary of the In- 
terior. 

Mr. Copeland’s volume is calculated to 
do this, and his own qualifications for the 
task he has undertaken are manifold. 
Chief among them we should reckon a 
true enthusiasm for the cause he advo- 
eates, and a hearty delight in out-of-doors- 
lite. He writes with the zeal and warmth 
of a reformer; but these are tempered by 
practical knowledge, and such a respect for 
the useful as will not sacrifice it to the 
merely pretty. His volume contains not 
only suggestions in landscape-gardening, 
guided always by the true principle of 
making Nature our ally rather than at- 
tempting to subdue her, but minute direc- 
tions for the greenhouse, grapery, conser- 
vatory, farm, and kitchen-garden. One 
may learn trom it how to plant whatever 

grows, and to care for it afterwards. En- 
gravings and plans make clear whatever 
needs illustration. The book has also the 
special merit of not being adapted to the 
meridian of Greenwich. 

We do not always agree with Mr. Cope- 
land; we dissent especially from his preju- 
dice against the noble horsechestnut-tree, 
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with its grand thunder-cloud of foliage, its 
bee-haunted cones of bloom, and its polish- 
ed fruit so uselessly useful to children, — 
Bushy Park is answer enongh on that 
score; but we cordially appreciate his 
taste and ability. His book will justify a 
warm commendation. It is laid out on 
true principles of landseape-farming. The 
stiff and square economical details are re- 
lieved by passages of great beanty and 
pieturesqueness. The cockney who owns 
a snoring-privilege in the suburbs will be 
stimulated to a sense of latent beauty in 
clouds and fields ; and the farmer who looks 
on the cosmic forces as mere motive-power 
for the wheels of his money-will will find 
the truth of the proverb, that more water 
runs over the dam than the miller wots of, 
and learn that Nature is as lavish of Beau- 
ty as she is frugal in Use. Even to the 
editor, whose only fields are those of' liter- 
ature, and whose only leaves grow from a 
composing-stick, the advent of a book like 
this is refreshing. It enables him to lay 
out with a judicious economy the gardens 
attached to his Spanish manor-houses, and 
to do his farming without risk of loss, in 
the most charming way of all, (especially 
in July weather,)—by proxy. Without 
leaving our study, we have already raised 
some astonishing prize-vegetables, and our 
fat cattle have been approvingly mention- 
ed in the committee’s report. We have 
found an afternoon’s reading in Mr. Cope- 
land’s book almost as good as owning 
that “place in the country ” which almost 
all men dream of as an ideal to be real- 
ized whenever their visionary ship comes 
in. 


High Life in New York. By Jonataan 
Strick. Philadelphia: Peterson & Broth- 
ers. 


Tue advantages of a favorable intro- 
duction are very obyious. A person who 
enters society fortified with eulogistic let- 
ters, giving assurance of his trusvortni- 

ness, so far as respectability and good be- 
havior are concerned, is tolerably sure of 
a comfortable reception. But if, unable to 
sustain the character his credentials as- 
cribe to him, he immediately begin to dis- 
play bad manners, ignorance, and folly, 
he not only forteits the position to which 
he has gained accidental avcess, but also 
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brings discredit upon his too hasty in- 
dorser. 

In literature it is not different. The 
collection of printed matter which appears 
under the title of “ High Life in New 
York” is accompanied by a note, signed 
by the publishers, who are naturally sup- 
posed to know something of the real value 
of the works they issue, in which “ edi- 
tors are forewarned that it is a volume 
which, for downright drollery and hearty 
humor, has never had its equal in the pro- 
duetions of any American pen,” and are 
otherwise admonished in various ways cal- 
culated to inspire lofty expectations, and 
to fill the mind with exalted visions of 
coming joy. But when it appears, on 
examination, that the book is as utter- 
ly unworthy of these elaborate commen- 
dations as any book can possibly be, — 
that it is from beginning to end nothing 
but a dead level of stagnant verbiage, a 
desolate waste of dreary platitude,— the 
reader cannot but regard the publishers’ 
ardent expressions of approbation as go- 
ing quite beyond the license allowable in 
preliminary puffs. 

“High Life in New York” represents 
a class of publications which has, of late, 
in many ways, been set before the public 
with too great liberality. The sole object 
seems to be to exhibit the ‘“ Yankee” 
character in its traditional deformities of 
stupidity and meanness,— otherwise de- 
nominated simplicity and shrewdness. Mr. 
Jonathan Slick is in no respect different 
from the ordinary fabulous Yankee. An 
illiterate clown he is, who, visiting New 
York, contrives by vice of impudence, to 
interfere very seriously with certain con- 
ventionalities of the metropolis. He over- 
throws, by his indomitable will, a great 
many social follies. He eats soup with a 
knife and fork; wears no more than one 
shirt a week; forces his way into ladies’ 
chambers at unseemly hours, to cure them 
of timidity ; and introduces sundry other 
reforms, all of which are recorded as evi- 
dences of glorious independence and a 
true nobility of spirit. Sometimes he goes 
farther, — farther than we care to follow 
him. It would be easy to show where- 
in he is offensive, not to say disgusting; 
but we are not so disposed. It is not 
considered necessary for the traveller 
who has dragged his way over a muddy 
road to prove the nastiness of his pil- 
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grimage by imparting the stain to our 
carpets. 

In this book, as in most of its class, the 
Yankee dialect is employed throughout, 
the author evidently believing that bad 
spelling and bad grammar are the legit- 
imate ,sources of New England humor. 
This shows that he mistakes means for 
ends,— just as one who supposes that Mr. 
Merryman, in the circus, must, of neces- 
sity, be funny, because he wears the mot- 
ley and his nose is painted red. The 
Yankee dialect is Mr. Jonathan Slick’s 
principal element of wit ; his second is the 
onion. The book is redolent of onions. 
That odorous vegetable breathes from 
every page. A woman weeps, and onions 
are invoked to lend aromatic fragrance to 
a stale comparison. In one place, onions 
and education are woven together by 
some extraordinary rhetorical machinery ; 
in another, religion is glorified through 
the medium of the onion; until at last 
the narrative seems to resolve itself into 
a nauseating nightmare, such as might 
torture the brain of some unhappy dream- 
er in a bed of onions. 

Why such works are ever written at 
all, it is difficult to imagine; but how 
it is, that, when written, they find pub- 
lishers, is inconceivable. 


Great Auction-Sale of Slaves, at Savannah, 
Georgia. New York: Published by the 
American Anti-Slavery Society. 


Turs little pamphlet, reprinted from the 
columns of the “New York Tribune,” 
possesses a double interest. It furnishes 
the best and most minute description of an 
auction-sale of slaves that has ever been 
published; and it admirably illustrates the 
enterprise and prompt energy which often 
distinguish the journalism of America 
above that of any other country. 

The slave-sale of which it is a record 
took place on the second and third days of 
March last, in the city of Savannah. For 
many reasons, it had been looked forward 
to with more than usual interest. The 
position of the owner, Mr. Pierce M. But- 
ler, of Philadelphia, and the large number 
(no less than four hundred and thirty-six) 
and superior quality of the human chattels 
offered for sale, added to the importance 
of the event. The “Tribune” had one 
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of its best descriptive writers, Mr. Morti- 
mer ‘Thomson, on the spot. The duty 
Mr. Thomson undertook was not without 
danger ; for a somewhat extensive noto- 
riety as an attaché of the “ Tribune” was 
not likely to insure him the most cordial 
reception at the South. Had his presence 
been discovered, the temper of the people 
of Savannah would speedily have betrayed 
itsell’'; and had his purpose been suspected, 
their wrath would assuredly have culmi- 
nated in wreakages of a nature unfavor- 
able to his personal comfort. But with cau- 
tion, and the aid of Masonic influences, he 
escaped detection, and accomplished his 
aim. The result of his observations was 
a report of considerable length, in which 
every striking incident of the sale was 
narrated with accurate fidelity. Although 
written mostly on the rail and against 
time, under circumstances which would 
be fatal to the labors of any man not in- 
ured by newspaper experience to all sorts 
of literary hardships, the style is clear, 
distinct, and often cloquent. The scene 
and the transaction are brought vividly to 
the reader’s mind. The throng of eager 
speculators, —the heavy-eyed and brutal 
drivers, — the sprightlier representatives 
of Chivalry,— the unhappy slaves, aban- 
doning hope as they enter the mart, ex- 
cepting in rare cases, where, grasping at 
straws, they pray in trembling tones that 
their ties of love may remain unsevered, 
—the operations of the sale,—the shrink- 
ing women, standing submissively under 
the vile jests of the reckless crowd, — 
are portrayed with all the emphasis of 
truth. One little episode in particular, 
the love-story of Jeffrey and Doreas, is a 
more affecting history than romance can 
show. 

The effect of this publication in the 
“Tribune” was prodigious. It was widely 
circulated through all the journals of the 
North. The Anti-Slavery Society pre- 
served it in a pamphlet. The ire of a 
good portion of the Southern journals was 
ludicrous to witness, and proved how 
keenly the blow was felt. The report 
was republished in Great Britain,—first in 
the London “Times,” and subsequently, 
as a pamphlet, in Edinburgh, in Glasgow, 
and in Belfast. In one publisher's an- 
nouncement, at least, it was advertised 
as “Greeley’s Account of the Great Slave- 
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Popular Tales from the Norse. By Groxce 
Werpe Dasenr, D.C. L. With an In- 
troductory Essay on the Origin and Dif- 
fusion of Popular Tales. New York: 
D. Appleton & Co. 12mo. pp. Ixix., 
379. 


Tue tales of which this volume presents 
the first English translation —though, as 
regards some of them, hardly the first 
English version—appear to have been 
collected about twenty or twenty-five years 
ago. Two gentlemen, Messrs. AsbjOrnsen 
and Moe, (the name of the first of whom 
begets much confidence in his ability for 
the task,) went out among the most un- 
lettered and rudest of the common foll of 
Norway and Sweden, and there, from the 
lips of old women and little children, gath- 
ered these stories of the antique time. Of 
what age the stories are, nobody knows,— 
those who listened to them in their child- 
hood, to relate them in turn in their de- 
clining years, least perhaps of all. For 
they are a part of the inheritance common 
to all the races that have sprung from the 
Asiatic ancestor, who, at periods the near- 
est of which is far beyond the ken of his- 
tory, and at intervals of centuries, sent off 
descendants to find a resting-place in Eu- 
rope; and it is one great object, if not the 
principal object, of the original collectors 
and the translator of these tales to exhibit 
in them a bond of union among all Eu- 
ropean peoples. 

Indeed, the tales in their present form 
may be regarded as examples in point 
appended to the translator’s Essay which 
opens the volume, For they will add little 
to our stock of available stories, for either 
youthful or adult reading. The best of 
them already are a part of our nursery 
lore, and are known to the English race 
under forms better adapted to English 
taste and sympathies than those under 
which they are here presented ; and nearly 
all of those that are exceptions to this re- 
mark are unfitted for “home consumption,” 
either by the objectionable nature of their 
subjects, by the still more objectionable 
tendency of their teaching, or by a yet 
more fatal demerit,—their lack of interest. 
They are in some respects notably tame 
and puerile,— with a puerility which is not 
childish simplicity, but a lack of inventive 
fancy, and which exhibits itself in bald 
repetition. The giant, for instance, always 
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complains of a smell of Christian blood, and 
is always answered by the formula, that a 
crow flew over the chimney and must have 
dropped a bone down it; the hero almost 
always meets three old women, or three 
Trolls, or three enchanted beasts or birds, 
of whom he in that case always asks the 
same questions, receiving the same replies, 
verbutin. "There is a reason for this same- 
ness, which is indicative of the rude con- 
dition of the people among whom the tales 
have been perpetuated ; but the sameness 
palls none the less upon more cultivated 
minds. Mr. Dasent characterizes these 
people as “an honest and manly race.—not 
the race of the towns and cities, but of the 
dales and fells, free and unsubdued, hold- 
ing its own in a country where there are 
neither lords nor ladies, but simple men 
and women. Brave men and fair women,” 
ete. (p. lxviii.) And he says of the tales, 
that in no other collection is “ the general 
tone so chaste, are the great principles of 
morality better worked out, and right and 
wrong kept so steadily in sight.” (p. Ixii.) 
We cannot agree with him in this appre- 
ciation of the moral tone of the stories, 
many of which certainly speak ill for the 
honesty and manliness of the race among 
which they have been for centuries cher- 
ished household-treasures. For in a large 
proportion of those that have a successtul 
hero, he obtains his success either by lying 
or some kind of deceit or treachery, by 
stealing, or by imposing upon the cre- 
dulity or feebleness of age; and of those 
in which the hero is himself victorious 
over oppression, we are not able to recol- 
lect one which exhibits the beauty of 
moderation and magnanimity, not to say 
of Christian charity and forgiveness. Mr. 
Dasent mentions it as an admirable trait 
of the tales, that, “in the midst of every 
difficulty and danger, arises that old Norse 
feeling of making the best of everything 
and keeping a good face to the foe.” Cer- 
tainly the heroes of these tales do make 
the best of everything, but they are not 
at all scrupulous as to their way of mak- 
ing it; and they do also keep a good face 
to the foe, when (often by craft, theft, or 
violence) they have obtained some imple- 
ment or other gift of supernatural power 
which places their opponents entirely at 
their merey and with no risk to them- 
selves. But of a manful contest on equal 
terms, or of a victory obtained over tyran- 
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nous power by a union of patience, boid- 
ness, and honest skill, or even by unde- 
grading stratagem, the collection aflords 
no instance that we remember. 

The story of Shortshanks may be tak- 
en as a fair, and even a favorable example 
of the tone of these Norse tales. Short- 
shanks and King Sturdy are twin broth- 
ers, who set out to scek their fortunes 
within afew minutes of their birth, driven 
thereto by a precocious perception of the 
They part at two roads 
almost immediately, and the story follows 
the fortunes of Shortshanks, the younger ; 
for in these miniature romances the elder 
is, as usual, continually snubbed, and the 
younger is always the great man. Short- 
shanks has not gone far before he meets 
“an old crook-backed hag,” who has on- 
ly one eye; and he commences his ca- 
reer by gouging out or “snapping up” 
the single comfort of this helpless crea- 
ture. To get her eye back again, she 
gives Shorishanks a sword that wiil put 
a whole army to flight; and he, charmed 
with the result of his first mangwuvre, puts 
it in practice successively upon two oth- 
er decrepit, half-blind women, who, to get 
their eyes again, give him, one, a ship that 
can sail over fresh water and salt water 
and over high hills and deep dales, the 
other, the art how to brew a hundred 
lasts of malt at one strike. The ship 
takes him to the king’s palace, on arriv- 
ing at which he puts his vessel in his 
pocket, when he summons his craft to 
his aid, and gets a place in the king’s 
kitchen to carry wood and water for the 
maid. The king’s daughter has for some 
inscrutable reason been promised to three 
ogres, who come successively to feteh her; 
and a certain Ritter Red protesses to be 
man enough to rescue her, but on the 
approach of the first ogre proves to be a 
coward and climbs a tree. But Short- 
shanks slips off from his scullery; and 
having a weapon which can put a whole 
army to flight by a single stroke, he is 
very brave, and keeps a remarkably good 
face to the foe, giving him with his tongue 
as good as he sends, and, laughing the 
ogres’ clubs to scorn, cuts off the ogrous 
heads, (there are five on the first indi- 
vidual, ten on the second, and fiiteen on 
the third,) and carries off much treasure 
from the ships in which his tocs came to 
fetch their victim. Ritter Ked descends, 


res angusla domi. 


1859.] 


and takes the lungs and the tongues of the 
ogres, (though, as the latter were thirty in 
number and of gigantic size, he must have 
had trouble in carrying them,) and wishes 
to pass them off as evidence that he is 
the deliverer of the princess, of which 
they would seem to have been very satis- 
factory proof: but the gold, silver, and 
diamonds carry the day ; Shortshanks has 
the princess and half the kingdom, and 
Ritter Red is thrown into a pit full of 
snakes, —on the French general’s princi- 
ple, we suppose, who hung his cowards 
“ pour encourager les autres.” But the king 
has another daughter, whom an ogre has 
earried off to the bottom of the sea. 
Shortshanks discovers ler while the ogre 
is out looking for a mau who can brew a 
hundred lasts of malt at one strike. He 
finds the man at home, of course, and puts 
him to his task. Shortshanks gets the 
ogre and all his kith and kin to help the 
brew, and brews the wort so strong, that, 
on tasting it, they all fall down dead, ex- 
cept one, an old woman, “who lay bed- 
ridden in the chimney-corner,” and to her 
our hero carries his wort and kills her too. 
He then carries off the treasure of the 
ogres, and gives this princess and the other 
half of the kingdom to his brother Sturdy. 

Now we have no particular fault to find 
with such stories as these, when they are 
produced as characteristic specimens of 
the folk-lore of a people; as such, they 
have a value beside their intrinsic inter- 
est;—but when we are asked to receive 
them as part of the evidence that that 
people is an honest and manly race, and 
as an acceptable addition to our stock of 
household tales, we demur. The truth 
is, that the very worth of these tales is to 
be found not only in the fact that they 
form a part of the stock from which our 
own are derived, but in the other fact that 
they represent that stock as it existed at 
an earlier and ruder stage of humanitarian 
development. ‘They were told by savage 
mothers to savage children; and although 
some of them teach the few virtues com- 
mon to barbarism and civilization, they 
are filled with the glorification of savage 
vice and crime ;—deceit, theft, violence, 
even ruthless vengeance upon a cruel 
parent, are constantly practised by the 
characters which they hold up to favor. 
Snch humor as they have, too, is of the 
coarsest kind, and is expressed chiefiy in 
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rude practical jokes, or the bloody over- 
reaching of the poor thick-headed ‘Trolls, 
who are the butts of the stories and the 
victims of their heroes. There is good 
ethnological and mythological reason why 
the Trolls should be butts and victims, it 
is true; bat that is not to the present pur- 
pose. 

But although this judgment must be 
passed upon the collection, considered 
merely as tales to be told and read at 
this stage of the world’s progress, there 
are several notable exceptions to it,— tales 
which are based upon healthy instincts, 
and which appeal to sympathies that are 
never entirely undeveloped in the breasts 
of human beings above the grade of Bush- 
men, or in which the fun does not depend 
upon the exhibition of unexpected modes 
of inflicting death, pain, or discomtort. It 
is not, however, in these that we are to 
look for the chief attraction and compen- 
sating value of the collection. Those are 
to be found, as we have already hinted, in 
the relative aspects of the tales, which the 
general reader might consider for a long 
time fruitlessly, save for the help of Mr. 
Dasent’s Introductory Essay. This is at 
once an acute and learned commentary 
upon the tales themselves, and a thor- 
oughly elaborated monograph upon my- 
thology in its ethnological relations. We 
know no other essay upon this subject 
that is so comprehensive, so compact, so 
clear, and so well adapted to interest intel- 
ligent readers who have little previous 
knowledge on the subject, as Mr. Da- 
sent’s, although, of necessity, it presents 
us with results, not processes. A perusal 
of this Essay will give the intelligent and 
attentive reader so just a gencral notion 
of the last results of philological and 
ethnological investigation into the his- 
tory of the origin and progress of the 
Indo-European races, that he can listen 
with understanding to the conversation 
of men who have made that subject their 
special study, and appreciate, in a meas- 
ure at least, the value of the many refer- 
ences to it which he meets in the course 
of his miscellaneous reading. And should 
he be led by the contagion of Mr. Da- 
sent’s intelligent enthusiasm to desire a 
more intimate acquaintance with a topic 
which rarely fails to fascinate those whose 
tastes lead them to enter at all upon it, he 
may start from this Essay with hints as to 
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the plan and purpose of his reading which 
will save him much otherwise blind and 
fruitless labor. 

This, however, is not all. It is but 
right also to say that the readers whose 
religion is one of extreme orthodoxy, that 
is, who deem it their bounden duty to be- 
lieve exactly and literally as somebody 
else believed before them,—such readers 
will find their orthodoxy often shocked 
by the tales which Mr. Dasent has trans- 
lated, and yet oftener and more violently 
by conclusions which Mr. Dasent draws 
from a comparison of these stories with 
others that bear the same relation to other 
races which these do to the Norsemen. The 
man who believes that Hell is a particular 
part of the universe, filled with flames and 
melted brimstone, into which actual devils, 
with horns, hoofs, and tails, dip, or are to 
dip, wicked people, whom, for greater con- 
venience, they have previously perforated 
with three-tined pitclitorks,—such a man 
will be puzzled by the story, “ Why the 
Sea is Salt,” and horrified with this com- 
ment in Mr. Dasent’s Essay :— 

“The North had its own notion on this 
point. Its mythology was not without its 
own dark powers; but though they, too, were 
ejected and dispossessed, they, according to 
that mythology, had rights of their own. To 
them belonged all the universe that had not 
been seized and reclaimed by the younger 
race of Odin and #sir; and though this up- 
start dynasty, as the Frost-Giants in Aisehy- 
Jean phrase would have called it, well knew 
that Hel, one of this giant progeny, was fated 
to do them all mischief. and to outlive them, 
they took her and made her queen of Nifl- 
heim, and mistress over nine worlds. There, 
in a bitterly cold place, she received the souls 
of all who died of sickness or old age; care 
was her bed, hunger her dish, starvation her 
knife. Her wails were high and strong, and her 
bolts and bars huge. ‘ Half blue was her skin, 
and half the color of human flesh. A goddess 
easy to know, and in all things very stern and 
grim.’ But though severe, she was not an 
evil spirit. She only received those who died 
as no Norseman wished to die. For those 
who fell on the gory battle-field, or sank be- 
neath the waves, Valhalla was prepared, and 
endless mirth and bliss with Odin. Those 
went to Hel who were rather unfortunate 
than wicked, who died before they could be 
killed. But when Christianity came in and 
ejected Odin and his crew of false divinities, 
declaring them to be lying gods and demons, 
then Hel fell with the rest,— but, fulfilling her 


Reviews and Literary Notices. 


[ September, 


fate, outlived them. From a person she be- 
eame a place; and all the Northern nations, 
from the Goth to the Norseman, agreed in be- 
lieving Hell to be the abode of the Devil and 
his wicked spirits, the place prepared from 
the beginning for the everlasting torments 
of the damned. One curions fict connected 
with this explanation of Hell's origin will not 
escape the reader's attention. The Christian 
notion of Heil is that of a place of heat; for 
in the East, whence Christianity came, heat 
is often an intolerable torment,— and cold, on 
the other hand, everything that is pleasant 
and delightful. But to the dweller in the 
North heat brings with it sensations of joy 
and comfort, and life without fire has a dreary 
outlook ; so their Hel ruled in a cold region, 
over those who were cowards by implication, 
— while the mead-cup went round, and huge 
logs blazed and crackled, for the brave and 
beautiful who had dared to die on the field 
of battle. But under Christianity the ex- 
tremes of heat and cold have met, and Hel, 
the cold, uncomfortable goddess, is now our 
Hell, where flaines and fires abound, snd where 
the devils abide in everlasting flame.” 


Still more will orthodoxy be shocked 
by Mr. Dasent’s neglect to except Chris- 
tianity from the conclusion, (no new one, 
it need hardly be said, to those who know 
anything of the subject,) that the mythol- 
ogies or personal histories of all religions 
have been evolved the one from the other, 
or grafted the one upon the other,—and by 
his intimation, that Christianity, keeping 
pure in its spirit and undiverted from its 
purpose, has yet not hesitated to adapt its 
outward forms to the tough popular tradi- 
tions which it found deeply rooted in the 
soil where it sought to grow, thus making 
itself “all things to all men, that it might 
by all means save some.” 

It will be seen that this book is not 
milk for babes, but meat for strong men. 
Among the tales are some—and_ those, 
perhaps, the most interesting — which Mr. 
Dasent justly characterizes as “ intensely 
heathen,” and yet in which the Saviour 
of the world or his apostles appear as 
interlocutors or actors, which alone un- 
fits the volume for the book-table of the 
household room. We are led to insist 
upon this trait of the collection the more, 
because the translator’s choice of language 
often seems to be the result of a desire to 
adapt himself to very youthful readers,— 
though why should even they be led to 
believe that such phrases as the following 
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are correct by seeing them in print ?— 
“Tore it up like nothing”; “ran away 
like anything”; “it was no good” [7. e. 
of no use]; “in all my born days” ; “after 
a bit” [/. e. a little while] ; “she had to let 
him in, and when he was, he lay,” ete. ; 
“the Giant got up cruelly early.” These, 
and others like them, are profusely scat- 
tered through the tales, apparently from 
the mistaken notion that they have some 
idiomatic force. They jar upon the ear 
of the reader who comes to them from 
Mr. Dasent’s admirably written Introduc- 
tory Essay. 

The book is one which we can heartily 
recommend to all who are interested in 
popular traditions for their own sake, or 
in their ethnological relations. 


Love. From the French of M. J. Michelet. 
Translated from the Fourth Paris Edi- 
tion, by J. W. Parmer, M.D., Author 
of “The New and The Old,” “ Up and 
Down the Irawaddi,” ete. 


M. Micneret perhaps longs, like An- 
acreon, to tell the story of the Atrides and 
of Cadmus, but here we find him singing 
only of Love. It is a surprise to us that 
the historian should have chosen this sub- 
ject ;— the book itself is another surprise. 
It starts from a few facts which it bor- 
rows from science, and out of them it 
builds a poem,—a drama in five acts 
called Books, to disguise them. Two char- 
acters figure chiefly on the stage,—a hus- 
band und a wife. The unity of time is not 
very strictly kept, for the pair are traced 
from youth to age, and even beyond their 
mortal years. Moral reflections and oc- 
easional rhapsodies are wreathed about 
this physiological and psychological love- 
drama. 

Here, then, is a book with the most 
taking word in the language for its title, 
and one of the most distinguished per- 
sonages in contemporary literature for its 
author. It has been extensively read in 
France, and is attracting general notice in 
this country. Opinions are divided among 
us concerning it; it is extravagantly prais- 
ed, and hastily condemned. 

On the whole, the book is destined, we 
believe. to do much more good than harm. 
Admit all its high-flown sentimentalism to 
be halfunconscious affectation, such as we 
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pardon in writers of the Great Nation, — 
admit that the author is wild and fanciful 
in many of his statements, that he talks 
of a state of society of which it has been 
said that the law is that a man shall hate 
his neighbor and love his neighbor’s wife, 
—admit all this and what lesser faults 
may be added to them, its great lessons 
are on the side of humanity, and espe- 
cially of justice to woman, founded on a 
study of her organic and spiritual limita- 
tions. 

Woman is an invalid. This is the first 
axiom, out of which flow the precepts of 
care, bodily and mental. of tenderness, 
of consideration, with which the book 
abounds. To show this, M. Michelet has 
recourse to the investigations of the phys- 
iologists who during the present century 
have studied the special conditions which 
aceording to the old axiom make woman 
what she is. As nothing short of this can 
by any possibility enable us to understand 
the feminine nature, we must not find 
fault with some details not commonly 
thought adapted to the general reader. 
They are given delicately, but they are 
given, and suggest a certain reserve in in- 
troducing the book to the reading classes. 

Not only is woman an invalid, but the 
rhythmic character of her life, “as if scanned 
by Nature,” is an element not to be neg- 
lected without total failure to read her in 
health and in disease. There is a great 
deal relating to this matter, some of it 
seeming fanciful and overwrought, but 
not more so than the natures of many 
women. For woman herself is an hyper- 
bole, and the plainest statement of her 
condition is a figure of speech. Some of 
those chapters that are written, as we 
might say, in hysteric paragraphs, only 
more fitly express the extravagances which 
belong to the nervous movements of the 
woman’s nature. 

The husband must create the wife. Much 
of the book is taken up with the precepts 
by which this new birth of the woman is 
to be brought about. M. Michelet’s “ en- 
tire affection ” hateth those “nicer hands” 
which would refuse any, even the hum- 
blest offices. The husband should be at 
once nurse and physician. He should reg- 
ulate the feod of the body. and measure 
out the doses of mental nourishment. AIL 
this is kind and good and affectionate; but 
there is just a suspicion excited that Ma- 
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dane might become slightly enniyéZe, if she 
were subjected to this minute surveillance 
over her physical and spiritual hygiene. 
Everything must depend on individual 
tendencies and aptitudes; we have known 
husbands that were born for nurscs,—and 
others, not less affectionate, that worried 
more than they helped in that capacity. 

We cannot follow M. Michelet through 
his study of the reaction of the characters 
of the husband and wife upon each other, 
of the influence of maternity on conjugal 
relations, of the languishing of love and 
its rejuvenescence. Still less can we do 
more than remotely allude to those chap- 
ters in which his model woman is repre- 
sented as ready on the slightest occasion 
to prove the name of her sex synonymous 
with frailty. We really do not know what 
to make of such things. The cool calcu- 
lations of temptation as certain, and fail- 
ure as probable,—the serious advice not 
to strike a wife under any circumstances, 
—such words have literally no meaning to 
most of our own American readers. Our 
women are educated to sellreliance,— and 
our men are, at least, too busy for the 
trade of tempters. 

In a word, this book was written for 
French people, and is adjusted to the 
meridian of Paris. We must remember 
this always in reading it, and also remem- 
ber that a Frenchman does not think En- 
glish any more than he ta/is it. We 
sometimes flatter ourselves with the idea 
that we as a people are original in our 
tendency to extravagance of thought and 
language. It is a conceit of ours. Re- 
member Sterne’s perruquier. 

«You may immerge it,’ replied he, ‘in- 
to the ocean, and it will stand.’ 

«¢Whata great scale is everything up- 
on, in this city!’ thonght I. ‘The utmost 
stretch of an English periwig-makcr’s 
jdeas could have gone no farther than to 
have dipped it into a pail of water.’ ” 


How much such experiences as the fol- 
lowing amount to we must leave to the 
ecclesiastical bodies to settle. 7 

“The Church is openly against her, 
[woman,] owing her a grudge for the sin 
of Eve.” 

“Tt is very easy for us, educated in the 
religion of the indulgent God of Nature, 
to look our common destiny in the face. 
But she, impressed with the dogma of 
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eternal punishment, though she may have 
received other ideas from you, still, in her 
suffering and debility, has painful fore- 
shadowings of the future state.” 

But here are physiological statements 
which we take the liberty to question on 
our own responsibility. 

“A French girl of fifteen is as mature 
as an English one of eighteen.” What 
will Mr. Roberton of Manchester, who 
has exploded so many of our fancies about 
the women of the East, say to this? 

“A wound, for which the German 
woman would require surgical aid, in 
the French woman cures itself’ We 
must say of such an unproved assertion as 
the French General said of the charge at 
Balaklava, —C’est mutgnifique, mais ce west 
pas la” —médecine. 

“ Generally, she [woman] is 
love,—man, from indigestion.” What a 
pity Nature never makes such pretty 
epigrams with her facts as wits do with 
their words ! 

We have enough, too, of that selfasser- 
tion which Carlyle and Ruskin and some 
ot our clerical neighbors have made us 
familiar with, and which gives flavor to 
a work of genius. “IT was worth more 
than my writings, more than my dis- 
courses. I brought to this teaching of 
philosophy and history a soul as yet en- 
tire-—a great freshness of mind, under 
forms often subtle,—a true simplicity of 
heart,” ete. 

M. Michelet does not undervalue the 
importance of his work. He thinks he 
has ruined the dancing-gardens by the 
startling revelations respecting woman 
contained in his book. He announces a 
still greater triumph :—T believe I have 
effectually suppressed old women. ‘They 
will no longer be met with.” M. Miche- 
let has not seen the columns of some of 
our weekly newspapers. 

These are scales from the husk of his 
book, which, with all its fantasies, is a 
generous plea for woman. Wise persons 
may safely read it, though they be not 
Parisians. 

The translation is, and is generally con- 
sidered, excellent. We notice two errors, 
— Jerres, instead of Serres,—and would, for 
should, after the Scotch and Southern pro- 
vincial fashion; — with some questionable 
words, as reliable, for which we have Sir 
Robert Peel’s authority, which cannot 
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make it as honest a word as trusticorthy,— 
masculize, which is at least intelligible.— 
ani firs/, used as college-hoys use it in their 
loose talk, but not with the meaning which 
sober scholars are wont to give it. With 
these slight exceptions, the translation 
appears to us singularly felicitous, not- 
Witlistanding the task must have been 
very difficult, which Dr. Palmer has per- 
formed with such rare success. 


Furm-Drainage. The Principles, Processes, 
and Eflects of Draining Land. with Wood, 
Stones, Ploughs, and Open Ditches, and 
especially with Tiles; including Tables 
of Rainfall, Evaporation, Filtration, Ex- 
cayation, Capacity of Pipes; Cost, and 
Number to the Acre, of Tiles, ete., ete. ; 
and more than One Ilundred Illustra- 


tions. By Henry E. Frencu. New 
York: A. O. Moore & Co. 1859. 8vo. 


pp. 384. 


Wer remember standing, thirty years 
ago, upon the cupola of a court-house in 
New Jersey, and, while enjoying the 
whole panorama, being particularly im- 
pressed with the superior fertility and 
luxurianee of one farm on the outskirts 
of the town. We recollect further, that, 
on inquiry, we found this farm to belong 
to a Judge of the Court of Common Pleas, 
who also exercised the trade of a potter, 
and underdrained his land with tile-drains. 
His neighbors attributed the improvement 
in his farm to manure and tillage, and 
thought his attempts to introduce tile- 
drains into use arose chiefly from his 
desire to make a market for his tiles. 
Thirty years have made a great change ; 
and x New Hampshire Judge of the Court 
of Common Pleas gives us a book on 
Farm-Drainage which tells us that in 
England twenty millions of dollars have 
been loaned by the government to be used 
in underdraining with tile ! 

We believe that Judge Freneh has 
given the first practical guide in drain- 
ing fo the American farmer,— indeed, the 
first book professing to be a complete prac- 
tical guide to the farmers of any country. 
His right to speak is derived from suc- 
cessful experiments of his own, from a visit 
to European agriculturists, and from a per- 
sonal correspondence with the best drain- 
age-engineers of England and America, 
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as well as from the study of all available 
magazines and journals. No could 
handle the subject in a more pleasant and 
lucid style; flashes of wit, and even of hu- 
mor, are sparkling through every chapter, 
but they never divert the mind of the read- 
er from the main purpose of elucidating 
the subject of deep drainage. The title- 
page does not promise so much as the book 
pertorms; and we feel confident that its 
reputation will increase, as our farmers 
begin to understand the true effects of 
deep drainage on upland, and seek for 
a guide in the improvement of their 
farms. 

The rain-tables, furnished by Dr. E. 
Hobbs, of Waltham, afford some very in- 
teresting statistics, by which our climate 
may be definitely compared with that of 
our mother country. In England, they 
have about 156 rainy days per annum, 
and we but 56. In England, one inch in 
24 hours is considered a great rain; but 
in New England six inches and seven- 
eighths (6.88) has been known to fill in 
24 hours. In England, the annual fill is 
about 21,—in New England, 42 inches. 
The experiments on the retention of water 
by the soil are also interesting; showing 
that ordinary arable soil is capable of 
holding nearly six inches of water in 
every foot of soil. 

Not the least valuable portion of the 
book is a brief discussion of some of the 
legal questions connected with drainage ; 
the rights of land-owners in running wa- 
ters, and in reference to the water in the 
soil; the rights of mill-owners and water- 
power companies ; and the subject of flow- 
age, by which so many thousand acres of 
valuable arable land are ruined to sup- 
port unprofitable manufacturing compa- 
nies. The rights of agriculturists, and 
the interests of agriculture, demand the 
care of our governments, and the hearty 
aid of our scientific men; and we are glad 
to find a judge who, at least when off the 
bench, speaks sound words in their be- 
half. 

Agriculture in the Atlantic States is 
beginning to attract the attention which 
its great importance demands. Thorough 
draining is, as yet, little used among us, 
but a beginning has been made ; and Judge 
French’s book will, doubtless, be of value 
in extension of the practice. If any read- 
er has not yet heard what thorough drain- 
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ing is, we would say, in bricf, that it con- 
sists in laying tile-pipes, from one and a 
half to three inches in diameter, four feet 
under ground, at from twenty to sixty feet 
apart, so inclined as to drain out of your 
ground all the water that may be within 
three feet of the surface. This costs from 
$30 to $60 per acre, and is in almost all 
kinds of arable land an excellent invest- 
ment of capital— making the spring ear- 
lier, the land warmer, rain less injurious, 
drought less severe, the crops better in 
quality and greater in quantity. In short, 
thorough draining is, as our author says, 
following Cromwell’s advice, “ trusting 
in Providence, but keeping the powder 
dry.” 


The Novels of James Fenimore Cooper. Tl- 
lustrated with Steel Engravings from 
Drawings by Darley. New York: W. 
A. Townsend & Co. 


Tne British Museum, it is said, has ae- 
cumulated over twenty-seven thousand 
novels written since the publication of 
“Waverley.” With the general diffusion 
of education the ambition of authorship has 
had a corresponding increase ; and people 
who were not inspired to make rhymes, 
nor learned enough to undertake history, 
philosophy, or science, as well as those 
who despaired of success in essays, tray- 
els, or sermons, have all thought them- 
selves capable of representing human life 
in the form of fiction. Very few of the 
twenty-seven thousand, probably, are whol- 
ly destitute of merit. Each author has 
drawn what he saw, or knew, or did, or 
imagined ; and so has preserved something 
worthy, for those who live upon his plane 
and see the world with his eyes. The dif- 
ficulty is, that the vision of most men is 
limited; they observe human nature only 
ina few of its many aspects ; they cannot so 
far lift themselves above the trivial affairs 
around them as to take in the whole of 
humanity at a glance. Even when rare 
types of character are presented to view, 
it is only a genius who can for the time 
assimilate himself to them, and so make 
their portraits life-like upon his canvas. 
In every old-fashioned town there are 
models for new Dogberrys and Edie 
Ochiltrees; our seaports have plenty of 
Bunsbys ; every great city has its Becky 
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Sharpe and Major Pendennis. One has 
only to listen to a group of Irish laborers 
in their unrestrained talk to find that the 
delicious non sequitur, which is the charm of 
the grave-diggers’ conversation in “ Ham- 
let,” is by no means obsolete. But who 
can write such a colloquy? It would be 
easier, we fancy, for a clever man to give 
a sketch of Lord Bacon, with all his rapid 
and profound generalization, than to fol- 
low the slow and tortuous mental pro- 
cesses of a clodhopper. 

To secure the attention of his readers, 
the novelist must construct a plot and cre- 
ate the characters whose movements shall 
produce the designed catastrophe, and, by 
the incidents and dialogue, exhibit the pas- 
sions, the virtues, the aspirations, the weak- 
nesses, and the villany of human nature, 
It is needless to say that most characters 
in fiction are as shadowy as Ossian’s 
ghosts; the proof is, that, when the inci- 
dents of the story have passed out of mem- 
ory, the persons are likewise forgotten. 
Of all the popular novelists, not more than 
half a dozen have ever created characters 
that survive, — characters that are felt to 
be “representative men.” After Shak- 
speare and Scott, Dickens comes first, un- 
questionably ; although, in analysis, philos- 
ophy, force, and purity of style, he is far 
inferior to Thackeray. Parson Adams will 
not be forgotten, nor that gentle monoga- 
nist, the good Vicar of Wakefield. But 
as for Bulwer, notwithstanding his won- 
derful art in construction and the bril- 
liancy of his style, who remembers a char- 
acter out of his novels, unless it be Doctor 
Riecabocea 4? 

After this rather long preamble, let us 
hasten to say, that Cooper, in spite of many 
and the most obvious faults, has succeeded 
in portraying afew characters which stand 
out in bold relief,— and that his works, after 


"years of criticism and competition, still hold 


their place, on both continents, among the 
most delightful novels in the language. 
Other writers have appeared, with more 
culture, with more imagination, with more 
spiritual insight, with more attractiveness 
of style; but Leatherstocking, in the vir- 
gin forest, with the crafty, painted savage 
retreating before him, and the far-distant 
hum of civilization following his trail, is 
a creation which no reader ever can or 
would forget,—a creation for which the 
merely accomplished writer would gladly 
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exchange all the fine sentences and word- 
pictures that he had ever put on paper. It 
is also due to Cooper to say, that “The 
Pilot” was the first, and still is the best, 
of nautical novels; we say this in full ree- 
ollection of its brace of stupid heroines. 
The very air of the book is salt. As you 
read, you hear the wind in the rigging,—a 
sound that one never forgets. The form 
and motion of waves, the passing of dis- 
tant ships, the outlines of spars and cord- 
age against the sky, the blue above and 
the blue below, all the scenery of the 
sea, here for the first time found an ap- 
preciative artist. 

We have not space to mention these 
novels separately. We are glad to see 
an edition which is worthy of the author's 
genius,—each volume graced with the 
designs of Darley. The style in which 
the work has been issued is creditable to 
the publishers, and cannot fail to be re- 
munerative. 


Ettore Fieramosca; or, the Challenge of Bar- 
leita. The Struggles of an Italian against 
Foreign Invaders and Foreign Protee- 


tors. By Massimo pv’ AzeGiio. Bos- 
ton: Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 16mo. 


Tue recent war led to the publication 
of a great number of books upon the state 
of Italy and the relative positions of the 
contending powers; now that the wave 
has receded, all these are left high and 
dry. This novel, however, does not de- 
pend upon any transient interest in the af 
fairs of Italy for its success. As the pro- 
duction of an eminent author, who is also 
one of the first of Italian statesmen, it 
demands a respecttal consideration. The 
condition of the country in the sixteenth 
century presents a striking counterpart to 
that of the present year : two foreign mon- 
archs were at war in the Peninsula; and 
then, as now, it was a question whether 
unhappy Italy had not as much to fear 
from her allies as from her invaders. 

The scene of the story is laid in the 
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little town of Barletta, on the Adriatic 
coast, in the present kingdom of Naples. 
The action turns upon the fortunes of the 
day in a contest @ Voutrance, wherein a 
dozen French knights, the flower of the 
invading army, were met and vanquished 
by an equal number of Italians, of whom 
the hero, Ettore Fieramosea, was the chief. 
The English reader will not expect to find 
in this book any of the traits with which 
he is familiar in the novels of our own 
authors. There is little scenery-painting, 
few wayside reflections, and no attempt at 
portraying the comic side of human na- 
ture, or even the ordinary gayety of do- 
mestic life. The times did not suggest 
such topics; and if they did, we suspect 
that the Italian novelists would turn from 
such commonplace affairs to the more 
stirring events with which History has 
been heretofore concerned. But the story 
before us has no lack of incident. When 
the persons of the drama are fairly brought 
upon the stage, the action begins at once ; 
surprise follows surprise, plot is matched 
by plot, until the fortunes of the actors are 
entwined inextricably. The portraits of 
the famous Colonna and of the infamous 
Cwsar Borgia (the latter being the arch 
“villain” of the story) are drawn in sharp 
and decisive lines. The tournament which 
forms the scene of the catastrophe is a 
brilliant picture, though not a pleasing one 
for a Friend or a member of the Peace So- 
ciety. 

Of course the element of Love is not 
wanting; two golden threads run through 
the crimsoned web; but whether they 
meet before Atropos comes with the fatal 
shears, it is not best to say. When the 
modern novel-reader can answer the mo- 
mentous question, “ Did they marry 7” 
the charm of the most exciting story, for 
him, is gone. 

Aside from the interest which one feele 
in the changing fortunes of the hero, the 
book is especially valuable for the light it 
throws upon that period of Italian history, 
and upon the subtilties of Italian charac- 
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